THE 


* 


TRAGEDY 


AcTED at the 
THEATRE ROYAL 
1 IN 


LO N DON: | 
Printed for R. DopsLzy in Pall-mall: 1753. 
Price One Shilling and Six Penee. 


P R O L O G UE. 
Written by Mr. DopsL Ex, and ſpoken by Mr. Havard. 


7 HE Tragic Muſe, revolving many a Page 

Of Time's long Records drawn from every Age, 
Forms not her Plans on low or trivial Deeds, 
But marks the ſtriking I ben fome Hero bleeds | 
To ſave his Country, then her Powers inſpire, 
And Souls congemial catch the Patriot Fire. 
When bold Oppreſſion grinds a ſuffering Land; 
When the keen Dagger gleams in Murder”s Hand; 
When black Conſpiracy infects the 7. * 1 ä 
Or fell Revenge fits brooding &er bis Wrong : 
Then walks ſbe forth in Terror; at her Frown 
Guilt ſhrinks appalld, tho ſeated on a Throne. 
But the rack'd Scul when dark Suſpictons rend, 
When Brothers hate, and Sons with Sires contend ; 
When claſhing Intereſts War eternal wage; 
And Love, the tendereſt Paſſicn, turns to Rage; 
Then Grief on every Viſage ſtands impreſkl, 
And Pity throbs in guery feeling Breaſt : 
Hope, Fear, and Indignation riſe by turns, 
And the ſtrong Scene with various Paſſion burns. 
Such is our Tale.----Nor bluſh if Tears ſhould fiow ; 
They're Virtue's Tribute paid ts human Woe. 
Such Drops new Luſtre to bright Eyes impart ; 
The ſilent Witneſs of a tender Heart : 
Such Dreps edorn the nobleſt Hero's Cheek, | 
And paint his Worth, in Strokes that more than ſpeak : 
Not he who cannot weep, but he who can, 
Shews the great Soul, and proves himſelf a Man. 

Yet do not idly grieve at others Pain, 

Ner let the Tears of Nature fall in vain : 
Watch the cloſe Crimes from whence their Ils have grown, 
And from their Frailties learn to mend your own. 
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Pnilir, King of Macedon, Mr. BERRY. 
PExskus, his elder Son, Mr. — 
DzmeTRrIVs, his younger Son, Mr. Gaznick. 


PEeRiICLEs, the Friend of Perſeus, Mr. BL Ak Es. 


AnTiconvus, a Miniſter of State, Mr. Bux rox. 


Drymas, the King's Favorite, Mr. S1Msovn. 

PosTHUMIUSs, Mr. WinsToONE. 
c Roman Ambaſldors 
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Enter CuRTivs and PosSTHUMIUS. 


CurTivs. 


SR H ER E's ſomething of Magnificence about us 
» I have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me. 


[Gazes round, 


> | Pos THUMIUS. 
True: Hither ſent on former Embaſhes, 
I know this ſplendid _ of Macedon, 
And haughty Philip, well. 
CuRTIUs. 

Sole His Pride preſumes 
To treat us here like Subjects, more than Romans, 
More than Ambaſſadors, who, in our Boſoms, 
Bear Peace ard War, and throw him which we pleaſe, 


As * his Storm, or Sunſhine, « on his Creatures. 
B Pos r- 
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PosTnumMivs: 


This Philis n ſince Rome's Glory roſe, 
Preſerves its Grandeur to the Name of Ning; 


Like a bold Star, that ſhews its Fires by Day. 
"The Greet, who won the World, was ſent before him, 
As the grey Dawn before the Blaze of Noon : 
Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Rome 
And what can Fame ſay more of mortal Man? 
CUuRTI1VUS, 
I * his public Character. 
PosTuumivs. * 
It pains me 
To turn my Thought on his domeſtic State. 
There Philip is no God; but pours his Heart, 
In ceaſeleſs Groans, o'er his contending Sons; 
And pays the fecret Tax of mighty Men; ũ 
To their Mortality. a e 


* 


CUuRTIUS. 


Ft” But wheace. the Strife, 
Which thus afficts rem ? 


- PoSTHUMIUS: 


From this Phil's s Bed 
Two Alexanders Pein g. + 
CurTtivs. 


And but one World ? 
Twill never do. | 


PosTHUMIUS.- 
They both are bright; but one 


Benignly bright, as- Stars to Mariners; 


And one a Comet, with malignant Blaze, 
Denouncing Ruin. 
Cuxrius. 
You mean Perſeus. 
 PosTHUMIUS. 
True. 


The — Son Demetrius, you well know, 
Was bred at * our e from his Father. 


Soon 
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Soon after, he was ſent Ambaſſador, 
When Philip fear'd the Thunder of our Arms. 
Rome's Manners won him, and his Manners' Rome ; © 
Who pranted Peace, declaring ſhe forgave, i 
To his high Worth, the Conduct of his. Father. >79 AN 
This gave him all the Hearts of Macedon; & >: 
Which, join'd to his high Patronage from Rome, 
Inflames his jealous Brother. 

| CourTivs. ) 
Glows there not 


Er 


1 
* 


A ſecond Brand of Enmity ? 
Pos rRHUulus. 

O ves; 

The fair Erixene. 
CUuRTIVUS. 
Pve partly ___ 
Her ſmother'd Stor. 
Pos rHUu uus. 
Smother'd by the King 
And wiſely too: But thou ſhalt hear it all. 
Not Seals of Adamant, not Mountains whelm'd 
On guilty Secrets, can exclude the Day. 
Long burnt a fixt hereditary Hate, 
Between the Crowns of Macedon and 7 braces - | 
The Sword by both too much indulg'd in Blood. 
Philip, at length, prevail'd ; he to *% by Night, 
The Town, and Palace; of his deadly Foe ; 
Ruſh'd thro' the Flames, which he had. kindled round, | 
And flew him, bold in vain : Nor reſted there; 
But, with unkingly Cruelty, deſtroyd 
Two little Sons within their Mother's Arms; 
Thus meaning to tread out thoſe Sparks of War, 
Which might one Day flame up to ſtrong Revenge. 
The Queen, thro* Grief, on her dead Sons expir'd. 
One Child alone ſurviv'd : A female Infant, 
Amid theſe Horrors, in the Cradle imuP'd. 
CUuRTIiUS. / 


What of that Infant? . nl 0) 2:22 ld 
B 2 | PosT- 


* 
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PosTHUMI1vUS. 
Stung with ſharp 1 | 
The Victor took, and gave her to his 
The Child was bred, and honour'd, as her 2 SY 
She grew, ſhe blpom'd ; and now her E yes repay 
Her Brother's Wounds, on Philip's rival: Sons. 
„ Cuxrius. 
Is then — that Tbracian Child? 
How juſt the Gods! from out that ruin'd Houſe 
He wk a Brand, to ſet his own on Fire. 
Pos rhU uus. 0 
To give thee, Friend, the Whole in Miniature; 
This is the Picture of great Philip's Court: 
The proud, but melancholy King, on high, 
Majeſtic fits, like Fove enthron'd in Darkneſs; 
His Sons are as the Thunder in his Hand; 
And the fair Thracian Princeſs is a.Star, 
That — by, and gilds — ſolemn Scene. 
{ Shouts heard. 
Tis their great Day, ſuprecte of all their Year, 
The fam'd Luſtration of their martial Powers; 
Thence, for our Audience, choſen by the King. 
If he provokes a War, his Empire ſhakes, 
And all her _ Glories nod-to Ruin. 
| CuRTIvUs, 
Who comes ? | 
* eee 
| O, that's the jealous elder Brother; 
* in Manners, as in Form. 
Obſerve the Fi ire, high Birth, and Empire, kindle ! 
CuRTius. 
He holds his Conference with much Emotion, 
PosTHumiIvus. 
The Brothers both can talk, and, in their Turns, 
Have borne away the Prize of Eloquence 
At Athens, Shun his Walk: Our own Debate 
Is now at hand. We'll ſeek his Lion Sire, 
Who dares to frown on us, his Conquerors 


And 


And carries ſo much Monarch on his Brow, 
As if he'd fright \ us with the Wounds we gave him. 


(Exeunt. a 


Enter PER SEUS and eit | 


PERSEUS. - 

"Tis Empire! E Empire! Let that Word 

Make ſacred all I do, or can attempt 

Had I been born a Slave, I ſhould affect it: 

My Nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires. - 

Who gives an Empire, by the Gift defeats 

All End of Giving; and procures Contempt 

Inſtead of Gratitude. An Empire loſt, 

Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than refign' d. 
PERICLES. 

But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt ? 
PrRSEVUs. 

Why does Rome court him ? For his Virtues ? No: 

To fire him to Dominion: To blow up 

A civil War; then to ſupport him in it: 

He gains the Name of King, and Rome the Power. 
PERICLES. 

This is indeed the common Art of Rome. | 
PERSEZEUus. e 

That Source of Juſtice thro' the wond'ring World ! 

His Youth and Valour ſecond-Rome's Deſigns : 

The firſt impels him to preſumptuous Hope ; 

The laſt ſupports him in it. Then his Perſon ! 

Thy Hand, O Nature, has made bold with mine. 

Yet more; what Words diſtil from his red Lip, 

To gull the Multitude ! and They make Kings. 

Ten thouſand Fools, Knaves, Cowards, lump'd together, 

Become all-wiſe, all-righteous, and almighty. 

Nor is this all: The fooliſh Thracian Mad 

Prefers the Doy to me. 
PERICILESõ. 


And does that pain you? 
Pzx- 
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PRSEUS. 
O Pericles, to Death. It is moſt true, 
Thro' Hate to him, and not thro* Love for her, 
I paid my firſt Addreſſes; but became 
The Fool I feign'd : My Sighs are now ſincere; 
It ſmarts; it burns: O that *twere Fiction ſtil] ! 
By Heaven, ſhe ſeems more beauteous than Dominion 
|  PERICLES. , 
Dominion, and the Princeſs, both are loſt, 
Unleſs you gain the King. | 
PERSEus. 
But how to gain him? 
Old Men love Novelties ; ; the laſt arriv'd | 
Still pleaſes beſt ; the youngeſt ſteals their Smiles. 
PERICLES, 
Dymas alone can work him to his Pleaſure; 
Firſt in Eſteem, and Keeper of his Heart, 
PEeRsEvs. | 
To Dymas thou; and win him to thy Will. 
In the mean time, I'll ſeek my double Rival 
Curb his Preſumption, and erect myſelf, 
In all the Dignity of Birth, before him. 
Whate'er can ſtir the Blood, or ſway the Mind, 
Is now at ſtake; and double is the Loſs, 
When an Inferior bears away the Prize. 
PRERNHCLES. 
Your Brother, drefs'd for the Solemnity. 
PERSEUS. 
To Dymas fly | gain tum, and think on this: 
A Prince indebted, is a F ortune made. 
1 [Exit Pericles. 


Enter DZMETRIUS. 


DEMETRIUS. 
How, Brother! unattir d! Have you forgot i 
What Pomps : are due Fo this illuſttious Day? 


PRER- 
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PzRSEvuS. | 
Jam no Gewgaw, for the Throng to gaze at: 
Some are deſign'd by Nature but for Shew ; 
The Tinſel and the Feather of Mankind. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Brother, of that no more : For Shame; gird on 
Your glitt'ring Arms, and look like any .. 
PERSEUS. 
No, Brother ; let the Romans look like me, 
If they're ambirious.—But, I pr'ythee, ſtand ; 
Let me gaze on thee :—No inglorious F igure 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 
But what is this that dazles my weak Sight? 
There's Sunſhine in thy Beaver. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Tis that Helmet 
Which Alexander wore at Granicus. 
PERSEUS. 
When he ſubdu'd the World? Ha! is't not fo? 
What World haſt thou ſubdu'd ? O, yes; the Fair. 
Think'ſt thou there could in Macedon be found 
No Brow might ſuit that golden Blaze, but thine © f 
DEMETRIUS. 
I wore it but to grace this ſacred Day: 
Jar not for Trifles. 
PERSEUS. 
Nothing is a Trifle 
That argues the Preſumption of the Soul. 
DEMETRIUS. 
*Tis they preſume, who know not to deſerve. 
 PEeRsEvs. 
Or who, deſerving, ſcorn ſuperior Merit. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Who combats with a Brother, wounds himſelf : 
Wave private Wrath, and ruſh upon the Foes 
Of Macedonia. 
PezrsEvs. 
No; I would not wound 


Deme- 


1 
| 
[ 
: 


1 
1 
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Demetrius F riends. 
DemMETRIVS. 
Demetrius Friends ! 


PeRsEvs. R | 
? The Romans, 
You copy Hannibal, our great Ally : 
Say, at what Altar was you ſworn their Foe ? 


; Peace-making Brother! Wherefore bring you Peace, 


But to prevent my Glory from the Field ? 
The Peace you bring, was meant as War to me. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Perſeus, be bold when Danger's all your own : 
War now, were War with Philip more than Rome. 
PERSEUS. 
Come, you love Peace; that fair Cheek hates a Scar. 
You that admire the Romans, break the Brid 
With Cocles, or with Curtius leap the Gulph ; 
And league not with the Vices of our Foes. 
DEMETRIUS. 
What Vices ? 
| | PersSEvs. 
With their Women, and their Wits, 
Your Idol Lælius, Lælius the polite. 
J hear, Sir, you take Wing, and mount in Metre. 
Terence has own'd your Aid, your Comrade Terence, 
God-like Ambition] Terence there, the Slave! 
DEMETRIUS. 
At Athens bred, and to the Arts a Foe ? 
PERSEUS. 
At Athens bred, and borrow Arts from Rome ? 
DEMETRIUS. 
Brother, I've done : Let our Contention ceaſe : 
Our Mother ſhudders at it in her Grave. 
And how has Philip mourn'd ? a dreadful Foe, 
And awful King; but, O, the tend'reſt Parent 
That ever wept in F ondneſs o'er a Child! 
PERSEUS. 


Why, ay; go tell your Father; fondly throw 


Your 
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Your Arms around him; ſtroke him to your Purpoſe, 
As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much Worth; 
I am no Picture, by the doating Eye 
To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his Neck. 
I fight his Battles ; that's all I can do. 
But if you boaſt a Piety fincere ; 
One way you may ſecure your Father's Peace; 
And one alone—Reſign Erixine, 
; DEMETRIUS. 
You flatter me, to think her in my Power, 
We run our Fates together, you deſerve, 
And ſhe can judge, proceed we then like Friends, 
And he who gains her Heart, and gains it fairly; 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous Rival's too. 
| PERSEUS. 

Smooth-ſpeaking, unſincere, inſulting Boy ! 
Is then my Crown uſurpt but half thy Crime ? 
Deſiſt ; or by the Gods that ſmile on Blood 
Not thy fine Form, nor yet thy boaſted Peace, 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's Tears, 
Nor Alexander's Helmet; no, nor, more, * 
His radiant Form, ſhould it alight in Thunder, 
And ſpread its new Divinity between us, | 
Should ſave a Brother from a Brother's Fux. 
- © [Exit Perſeus. 

| DEMETRIUS. -- vo 14 
How's this? the Waves ne'er ran thus high before. 
Reſign thee! yes, Erixene, with Life [4 
Thou in whoſe Eye, ſo modeſt, and fo bright, 
Love ever wakes, and keeps a Veſtal Fire, oo] 
Ne'er ſhall I wean my fond, fond Heart from thee, 
But Perſeus warns me to rouſe all my Powers. 
As yet I float in dark Uncertainty ; 
For tho? ſhe ſmiles, I ſound not her Deſigns: 
I'II fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her Feet; 
And learn (O all ye Gods!) my final Doom 
My Father! Ha! and on his Brow deep Thought, 
And pale Concern ! Kind Heav'n aſſwage his Sorrows, 


Which ſtrike a Damp thro” all my Flames of Love. [ Exit. 
C Enter 
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LS Enter Kino and ANTIGONUS. 
KINO. 


Kings of their Envy cheat a fooliſh World: 

Fate gives us all in Spite, that we alone 

Might have the Pain of knowing all is nothi 

The ſeeming Means of Bliſs but heighten Woe, 

When impotent to make their Promiſe good: 

Hence, _ + at leaſt, bid faireſt ro be wretched. 
AN TICOGCONuSs. | 

True, Sir; 'tis empty, or tormenting, all. 

The Days of Life are Siſters ; all alike, 

None juft the ſame; which ſerves to fool us bn 

Throꝰ blaſted Hopes, with Change of Fallacy: 

While Joy is like To-morrow, ſtill to come; 

Nor ends the fruitleſs Chace but in the Grave. 

KING. | 

Ay, there, Antigonus, this Pain will ceaſe, 

Which meets me at the Banquet; haunts my Pillow; 

Nor, by the Din of Arms, is frighted from me. 

Conſcience, what art thou? thou tremendous Power! 

Who doſt inhabit us without our Leave 

And art, within ourſelves, another Self, 

A Maſter Self, that loves to domineer, 


And treat the Monarch frankly as the Slave. 


How doſt thou light a Torch to diſtant Deeds? 
Make the Paſt, Preſent ; and the Future, frown? 
How, ever and anon, awake the Soul, | 
As with a Peal of Thunder, to ſtrange Horrors, 
In this long reſtleſs Dream, which Idiots hug, 
Nay, wiſe Men flatter with the Nome of Lite? 

- ANTIGON Vs. 5 


You think too much. 


KING. 

I do not think at al: 
The Gods impoſe, the Gods inflict, my Thoughts; 
And paint my Dreams with Images of Dread. 

Laſt Night, in _— I ſaw the Thracian Queen, 


And 
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And her two murder'd Sons. She frown'd upon me, 

And pointed at their Wounds. How throbb'd my Heart? 

How ſhook my Couch? and, when the Morning came, 

The formidable Picture ſtill ſubſiſted, 

And ſlowly vaniſh'd from my waking Eye. 

I fear ſome heavy Vengeance hangs in Air, 

And conſcious Deities infuſe theſe Thoughts, 

To warn my Soul of her approaching Doom. 

The Gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch Deeds 

As ſpeak a ruthleſs Heart; they meaſure Blood 

By Drops, and bate not one in the Repay.- 

Could Infants hurt me? "Twas not like a King. 
ANTIGONUS. 

My Lord, I do confeſs the Gods are with us; 

Stand at our Side in ev'ry Act of Lite 

And on our Pillow watch each ſecret Thought ; 

Nay, fee it in its Embryo, yet unborn. 

But their Wrath ceaſes on Remorſe for Guilt ; 

And well I know your Sorrows touch your Sons; 

Nor is it poſſible but Time muſt quench 

Their flaming Spirits, in a Father's Tears. 

KING. | 

Vain Comfort! I this Moment overheard 

My jarring Sons with Fury ſhake my Walls. 

Ah! why my Curſe from thoſe, that ought to bleſs me? 

The Queen of Thrace can anſwer that ſad Queſtion. _ 

She had two Sons; but two: And ſo have I. 

Misfortune ſtands with her Bow ever bent 

Over the World; and he who wounds another, 

Directs the Goddeſs by that Part he wounds, 

Where to ſtrike deep her Arrows in himſelf. 
ANTIGONUS. 

I own, I think it time your Sons receive 

A Father's awtul Counſel ; or, while here, 

Now weary Nature calls for kind Repoſe, 

Your Curtains will be ſhaken with their Broils; 

And, when you die, Sons Blood may ſtain your Tomb. 


But other Cares demand you now : The Romans. 
C 2 KINO. 
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KING. 
O Change of Pain! the Romans? Periſh Rome! 
Thrice happy they, who ſleep in humble Life, 
Beneath the Storm Ambition blows. *Tis meet 
The Great ſhould have the Fame of Happineſs, 
The Conſolation of a little Envy ; 
*Tis all their Pay, for thoſe ſuperior Cares, 
Thoſe Pangs of Heart, their Vaſſals ne'er can feel. 
Where are theſe Strangers? Firſt Pl hear their Tale; 
Then talk in private with my Sons. 
ANTIGONUS. 
But how 
Intends my Lord to make his Peace with Rome ? 
KING. 
Rome calls me fiery : Let her find me ſo! 
"ANT1IGONUS. 
O Sir, forbear ! Too late you felt Rome's Power. 
KING. 
Yes, and that Reaſon ſtings me more than ever; 
To curſe, and hate, and hazard all againſt her, 
_ ANTIGONUS. 
Hate her too much to give her Battle now ; 
Nor to your Godlike Valour owe your Ruin. 
Greece, Theſſaly, Illyrium, Rome has ſeiz'd; 
Your Treaſures waſted, and your Phalanx thinn'd : 
Should ſhe proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon, 
What would be left of Empire? 
KINGS. 
Philip : All. 
Pl rake my Throne. Send i in theſe Foreigners. 


SCENE draws, and di ſcovers a magnificent Throne, 
 PEersEvs, DemeTRIUS, Courtiers, &c. attending. 
PosTHuMIus and Cur Tus, the Roman Ambaſſadors 
enter. Trumpets ſound, The Kinc aſcends the Throne. 


Pos THUMIUS. 


Pha of e to thoſe Complaints 


Our 


* 
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Our Friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 
Rome now expects an Anſwer. She fits Judge, 
- And will have Right on Earth. 
KINO. 
Expetts an Anſwer?! 
J ſo ſhall anſwer, as becomes a King. 
Pos THUMIUS. 

Or more, Sir; as becomes a Friend of Rome. 

KinG. 
Or 3 Heir, to riſe ſtill higher. 
But to the Purpoſe. Thus a — to thoſe 
That would make Kings, and puff them out at Pleaſure: 
Has Philip done amiſs ? Twas you provok'd him. 
My Cities, which deſerted in my Wars, 
I thought it meet to puniſh : You deny'd me. 
When I had ſhook the Walls of Marena, 
You pluckt me thence, and took the taken Town, 
Then you ſent Word I ſhould retire from Greece, 
A Conqueſt at my Door, by Nature mine; 
And ſaid, Here end thy Realm; as ye were Gods! 
And Gods ye ſhall be, ere Rome humbles me. 
All this is eg yet Philip is your Friend! 
If this buys Friendſhip, where can you find Foes ? 
In what Regard will ſtern Rome look upon me? 
If as a Friend; too precious let her hold 
Her own Eſteem, to caſt a Stain on mine : 
If as an Enemy; let her proceed, 
And do as ſhe has done; ſhe need no more. 

PosTHUMIUS. 

The Romans do no Wrong; yet ſtill are Men: 
And if To- day an Error thwarts their Purpoſe, 
To-morrow ſets it right. If Philip loves 
Dominion, and the Pride that waits on Kings; 
(Of which, perhaps, his Words too ſtrongly iavour) 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it. 
She can give more than common Kings can govern. 

KING. 


Than common Kings? Ambaſſador remember 
5 | Canne 


Canuæ Where firſt my Sword was fluſht with Blood. 

DEMETRIUS. [ A/ede to the King. 

Lord, forbear. | Ng | 
| KING. 

And Hannibal ſtill lives. 

Pos THUMIUS. 


Becauſe he fled, at Capua. 


KINO. 
There, indeed, 
I was not with him. 
| Pos THvumMiIvus. 
| Therefore he fled alone— 
Since thus you treat us, —Hear another Charge. 
Why here detain you, Priſoner of your Power, 
His Daughter, who was once Rome's good Ally, 
The King of Thrace? Why is ſhe not reſtor'd ? 
For our next Meeting you'll provide an Anſwer. 
What now has paſt, for his Sake we forgive. 
[Pointing to Demetrius. 
But mark this well: There lies ſome little Diſtance, 
Philip, between a Roman and a King. [Exeun Romans. 
KING. 
How ſay'ſt, unſceptred Boaſter! This to me! 
With Hannibal I cleft yon Alpine Rocks; 
With Hannibal choak'd Thraſymene with Slaughter: 
But, O the Night of Cannæ's raging Field! 
When half the Roman Senate lay in Blood 
Without our Tent, and groan'd, as we carous'd! 
Immortal Gods! for ſuch another Hour 
Then throw my Carcaſe to the Dogs of Rome. 
ANTIGONUS. 
Sir, you forget your Sons. 
KINO. 
Let all withdraw. 
| [ Exeunt all but the King and bis Sons. 
Two Paſſions only take up all my Soul; 
Hatred to Rome, and Tenderneſs for . 
Draw near, my Sons, and liſten to my Age. 


By 
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By what has paſt, you ſee the State of Things. 
Foreign Alliance muſt a King ſecure; 
And Inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his Power. 
And if Alliances with Roms are needful, 
Much more among ourſelves. If I muſt bear, 
Unmov'd, an Inſult from a Stranger's Brow, 
Shall not a Brother bear a Brother's Look 
Without Impatience ? Whither all this tends, 
I'm ſorry that your conſcious Hearts can tell you : 
Is it not moſt ſevere? Two Sons alone | 
Have crown'd my Bed; and they two are not Brothers. 
Look here, and, from my kind Regards to you, 
Copy ſuch Looks as-you fhould bear each other. 
Why do I ſigh? Do you not know, my Sons? 
And if you do—O let me ſigh no more 
Let theſe white Hairs put in a Claim to Peace 

a P EERASEUuSs. 
Henceforth, my ſole Contention with my Brother 
Is this; which beſt obeys our Father's Will. 

DEMETRIUS. 
Father, if ſimple Nature ever ſpeaks _ | 
In her own Language, ſcorning uſeleſs Words; 
You ſee her now; ſhe ſwells into my Eyes. 
I take thee to my Heart : I fold thee in it. 
| [Embracing Perſeus. 
Our Father bids, and that we drank one Milk, 5 
Is now the ſmalleſt Motive of my Love. 
KING. 
Antigonus, the Joy their Mother felt 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 
DEMETRIUS. 
See, Brother, if he does not weep! His Love 
Runs o'er in venerable Tears. I'm rude ; 
But Nature will prevail-—My King! My Father! 
| PERSEAUusS. 
Now cannot I let fall a ſingle Tear. [ Afrae. 
KING. 


See ! The good Man has caught it too. 
| ANT1- 
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ANT1GONUS, 
92 | | Sauch Tears, 
And lch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia | 
K1NG. 
Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy Brother; 
Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him Cauſe ; 
Nor either think of Empire till I'm dead. 
You need not; you reign now; my Heart is yours, 
Sheath your Reſentments in your Father's Peace; 
Come to my Boſom both, and ſwear it there. 
| [ Embracing his Sons 
aff ANTIGONUS. 
Look down, ye Gods, and change me, if you can, 
This Sight for one more lovely. What ſo ſweet, 
So beautiful, on Earth, and, ah! fo rare, 
As Kindred Love, and Family Repoſe ? 
This, this Alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 
See this, proud Eaſtern Monarchs! and look pale! 
Armies are routed, Realms o'er-run by this. 
. Kino. 
Or if leagu'd Worlds ſuperior Forces bring, 
I'd rather die a Father, than a King. 
Fathers alone, a Father's Heart can know; 
What ſecret Tides of ſtill Enjoyment flow, 
When Brothers love : But if their Hate ſucceeds, 
They wage the War; but 'tis the Father bleeds. 


[ Exennt, 


End of the FIRST Aer. 


A TRAGEDY. 


AU TY 


Enter PERSEU8S. 


| PERSEUS. 
T 7 HY loiters my Ambaſſador to Dymas ? 
His Greatneſs will not ſure preſume to ſcorn 
A Friendſhip offer'd from an Heir of Empire. 
But Pericles returns. 


Enter PERICLES. 


Is Dymas ours? 
PeRICLES. 
He's cautious, Sir, he's ſubtle, he's a Courtier. 
Dymas is now for you, now for your Brother; 
For both, and neither: He's a Summer-Inſect, 
And loves the Sunſhine : On his gilded Wings, 
While the Scales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you 
And ſing his Flatteries to both alike : 
The Scales once fix'd, he'll fettle on the Winner, 
And ſwear his Pray'rs drew down the Victory 
But what Succeſs had you, Sir, with your Brother ? 
\. ERASER 
All, all my Hopes are at the Point of Death 
The Boy triumphant keeps hie Hold in Love: 
He's ever warbling Nonſenſs l her Ear, 
With all th* Intoxication of Sueceis 
Darkneſs incloſes me; nor ſee I Light 
From any Quarter dawn, but from his Death. 
PERIOILESò. 
Why. ſtart at his Death, who reſolves on yours ? 
PERSEUS, 
Reſolves on mine ! 


PzRICLES. 
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PrrICLES. 
Have you not mark'd the Princeſs ? 
You have: With what a "Beal of Majeſty 
Her Eye ſtrikes ſacred Awe! It ſpeaks her Mind 
Exalted, as it is. Whom loves ſhe then? 
Demetrius? no; Rome's Darling; oh. no doubt, 
Dares court her with your Empire. And ſhall Perſeus 
Survive that Loſs ? Thus he reſolves your Death. 
PERSE Us. 
Moſt true. What Crime then to ſtrike firſt ? But how ? 
Or when? or where? O Pericles ! aſſiſt me. 
PERICLES. 
*Tis dangerous. 
PRskEus. 
The fitter then for me. a 
PERICLES. 
Wait an Occaſion that befriends your Wiſhes. 
PERSEusV. 
Go, F ry and teach a Cataract to creep 
Can Thirſt of Empire, Vengeance, Beauty, wait ? 
PERICLES. 
In the mean time, accept a Stratagem 
That muſt ſecure your Empire, or your Love. 
Your Brother's Roman Friendſhips gall no leſs 
The King, than you : He dreads their Conſequence, 
Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has a Daughter, 
How can the King ſo powertully fix 
Demetrius Faith, as by his Marriage there ? 
For Dymas, thus, Nome's ſworn, eternal Foe, 
Becomes a Spy upon his\private Lite, 
And Surety for his CondaCt. 


PERSEUS. 
True — but thus 


Our Art defeats itſelf. My Brother gains 

The Favourite, and fo ſtrengthens in his Treaſon, 
„ PERICLES... 

Think you, he'll wed her? No # the Princeſs Eye 

Makes no ſuch ſhort-liv'd Conquett, He'll refuſe, 
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And thus effect what I have ſtrove in vain: : _ _ 
Yes, he'll refuſe ; and Dynes, in his Wrath; 45 
Will liſt for us, and Vengeance Then the 8 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his Son's Refuſal; | 
And thus we kindle the whole Court againſt him. 

PERSEUS. 

My precious Friend, I thank thee. I take Wing 


On ardent Hope : I think it cannot fail. 


Go, make thy Court to Dymas with this Scheme : 
Begone Erixene ?—T'll feed her Pride ¶ Looking oui. 


Once more; but not expend my Breath in vain. 
This Meeting ſtamps unalterable Fate, 
I will wed her, or Vengeance. 


Enter ER1XENE and DELIA. 


O Erixene ! 

O Princeſs ! colder than your Thracian Snows ! 
See Per/eus, who ne'er ſtoop'd but to the Gods, 
Proſtrate before you. Fame, and Empire ſue. 
Why have I conquer'd ?—Becauſe you are fair. 
What's Empire ?—but a Title to adore you. 
Why do I number in my Lineage high 
Heroes and Gods ?—That you, ſcarce leſs divine, 
Without a Bluſh may liſten to my Vows. 
My Anceſtor ſubdu'd the World. I dare 
Beyond his Pride, and graſp at-more, in you. 
Obdurate Maid! or turn, or I expire. 

| ERIXENSS | 
It Love, my Lord, is Choice, who loves in vain 
Should blame himſelf alone; and if *tis Fate, 
"Tis Fate in all: Why then your Blame on me? 
My Crown's preearious, thro' the Chance of War; 
But ſure my Heart's my own. Each Villager 
Is Queen of her Affections, and can vent 
Her arbitrary Sighs where-e'er ſhe pleaſes. 
Shall then the Daughter of a Race of Kings —— 

D 2 f PERSEUS. 
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"" PzRSEvs. 

Madam, you juſtly blame the Chance of War : 
The Gods have been unkind : I am not fo. 
No! Perſeus comes to counter-balance Fate. 
Thrace ne'er was conquer' d,. —if you ſmile on me. 
Silent! obdurate ſtill! as cold as Death! 
But 'tis Demetrius 

ERIXENE. 

Prince, I take your Meaning. 

But, if you truly think his Worth prevails, 
How ſtrange is your Requeſt! _ 

PERSEus. 

— | F No, Madam, no; 
Tho' Love has hurt my Mind, I ſtill can judge 
What Springs controul the Paſſions of the Great. 
Ambition is firſt Miniſter of State ; 

Love's but a ſecond in the Cabinet; 

Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd Shaft 

But from Ambition's Wing: But you conceive 

More ſanguine Hopes, from him whom Rome ſupports, 


Than me, You view Demetrius on my Throne ; 
And thence he ſhines indeed. His Charms from thence 


Tranſpierce your Soul, enamour'd of Dominion. 
| ERIXENE. | 

Why now you ſhew me your profound Eſteem ! 
Demetrius Guilt alone has Charms for me; 
Tis not the Prince, but Traitor, wins my Love. 
Such Inſults are not brookt by Royal Minds, 
Howe'er their Fortunes ebb; and tho' I mourn, 
An Orphan, and a Captive, Gods there are 
Fear then an Orphan's, and a Captive's Wrong. 

| PERSEUS. | 
Your. cruel Treatment of my Paſſion— : 
But P11 not talk.—This, Madam; only this 
Think not the Cauſe, the curſed Cauſe of all, 
Shall laugh ſecure, and, triumph in my Pangs. 
No ; by the Torments'of an Heart on Fire, 


She gluts my Vengeance, who defrauds my Love 


[ Exit 
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ER1XENE. | 
What have I done? In what a Whirlwind Rage 
Has ſnatch'd him hence on Ill? I frown on Fh, 
And kill Demetrius. 


DELIA. 


Madam, ſee the Prince. 


Enter DEME TRIVUS. 


| ER1IXENE. 
Ah, Prince! the Tempeſt, which ſo long has lour'd, 
Is now full ripe, and burſting o'er your Head. 
This Moment Perſeus Malice flam'd before me; 
Victorious Rage broke thro? his wonted Guard, 
And menac'd loud your Ruin, Fly, O fly! 
This Inſtant. + 
DEMETRIUS, 
To what Refuge? 
ERIXENE, | 
Rome extends 
Her longing Arms to claſp you for her own, 
| DEMETRIUS. 
Madam, *tis prudent; I confeſs it is : 
But is it loving as true Lovers ought, 
To be ſo very prudent in our Love? 
I boaſt not ſo much Wiſdom : I prefer 
Death at your Feet, before the World without you. 
ERIXENE, 
In Danger thus extreme 5 
Fg DEMETRIUS. 
Oh ! moſt Belov'd! 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you diſcern, 
That I but execute my Brother's Purpoſe | 
By ſuch a Flight. At that his Clamour, Rage, 
And Menace aim; to chaſe a Rival hence, 
And keep the Field alone. Oh! ſhall I leave him 
To gaze whole Days; to learn to read your Eye; 
To ſtudy your Delights; to chide the Wind's be 
00 
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Too rude Approach; to bid the Ground be ſmooth ; 
To follow, like your Shadow, where you go; 
Tread in Narr Steps; perhaps to touch your Hand. 
O Death! to miniſter in little Things; = ; 
From half a Glance to prophefy your Will, 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own Mind ? 
Gods! Gods! while Worlds divide me from my Princeſs, 
That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might grow old, 
Ere he could reach her Feet. | 
ERIXENE. 
If Perſeus Love 

Pains you, it pains me more. Is your Heart griev'd? 
Mine is tormented : But ſince Philip's Self 
Is Love's great Advocate, a flat Refuſal 
But blows their Rage, and haſtens your Deſtruction, 
Had I not that to far! were you ſecure! 
I'd eaſe my Boſom of it's full Diſdain, 
And daſh this bold Preſumer on his Birth. 
But, fee ! the grand Proceſſion. | 

DEMETRIUS. 

We muſt join it. 


Enter the KING, PERSEUsV, Romans, AN TI- 
GONUsS, Sc. 


KING. | 
Let the Proceſſion halt! and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming Altar, Thanks to Heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious Day! 
The great Luſtration of our martial Powers, 
Which. from its diſtant Birth to preſent Time 
Unfolds the Glories of this antient Empire, 
And throngs the Pride of Ages in an Hour. 

PosTHUMIUS. r. 
What Figure's that, O Philip! which precedes? _. 
| N Hs [ Painting, 
KING. = 


The Founder of our Empire, furious Son ot 
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Of great Alcides. We're ally'd to Heaven ; 

And you, I think, call Romulus a God. — | 
That, Philip, ſecond of our Name; and here, 7 | 
O bend with Awe to him, whoſe red right Hand 
Hurld proud Darius like a Star from Heaven, 
With leſſer Lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid the laurePd Sons of Macedonia | 
Drink their own Ganges. 

> PERSEUS. | 

Give him his Helmet, Brother. [Aide to Demetrius. ] 

| KINO. 

You lead the Troops that join in mock Encounter: 
And in no other may you ever meet! [To his Sons.} 
But march one Way, and drive the World before you. 
The Victor, as our antient Rites decree, 

Muſt hold a Feaſt, and triumph in the Bowl. 

| DemerTRIvs. | 

I long, my Lord, to fee the Charge begin: 

The brandiſh'd Faulchion, and the claſhing Helm, 
Tho? but in Sport; it is a Sport for Men. 
Raw Alexander thus began his Fame, 
And overthrew Darius, firſt, at home. 
We'll practiſe o'er the Plans of future Conqueſts, 
While neighbouring Nations tremble at our Play; 
And own the Fault in Fortune, not in us, 
That we but want a Foe to be immortal. 

PerSEvs. 
You have ſupply'd my Wants : I thank you, Brother, 
KINO. | Ri/ing and coming forwards, Muſic. 

How vain all outward Effort to ſupply 

The Soul with Joy ! The Noontide Sun is dark, 
And Muſic Diſcord, when the Heart is low: 
Avert its Omen! what a Damp hangs on me! 
Theſe ſprightly, tuneful Airs but ſkim along 
The Surface of my Soul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting Sound. 
How, like a broken Inſtrument, beneath 
The ſkilful Touch, my joyleſs Heart lies dead! 
| Nor 


24 THE BROTHERS. 
Nor anſwers to the Maſter's Hand divine! 


ANTIGONUS 
When Men once reach their Autumn, ſickly Joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow Leaves from Trees, 
At ev file Breath Misfortune blows; 
Till, left quite naked of their Happineſs, 
In the chill Blaſts of Winter they expire. 
This is the common Lot. Have Comfort then: 
Your Grief will damp the Triumph. 
{* It is over, 
Hear too; the Trumpet calls us to the Field, 
And now this Phantom of a Fight begins. 
Fair Princeſs, you and I will go together, 
As Priam, and bright Helen did of old, 
To view the War. Your Eyes will make them bolder, 
And raiſe the Price of Victory itſelf. 
[4] go out but Perſeus, who has obſerv'd Deme- 
trius and Erixene all this Time conver/ing, and 
ſtays behind thoughtful and diſturb'd.] 
| PERSEUS. 
Before my Face ſhe feeds him with her Smiles : 
The King looks on, nor diſapproves the Crime; 
And the Boy takes them as not due to me. 
Without Remorſe as happy as ſhell make him. 
Periſh all three! PI ſeek Allies elſewhere ; 
Father, and Brother, nay, a Miſtreſs too: 
Deſtruction, riſe! Though thou art black as Nzgbi 
Thy Mother, and as hideous as Deſpair, 
Fl! claſp thee thus, nor think of Woman more. 
How the Boy doats, and drinks in at his Eyes 
Her Poiſon! O to ſtab him in her Arms! 
And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 


Enter PERICLES, 


|  PERICLES. 
Where is my Prince? The Nation's on the Wing, 
No Boſom but exults ; no Hand but bears 
A Garland, or a Trophy: And ſhall Perſeus —— 
| Die 
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PeRS EUS. | 
Vengeance | | 
PzrICLEs. [ Shout toit hin. 
Hear how with Shouts they rend the Skies 
PzRSEUS. * =P? 
Give me my Vengeance! 
Pexictes. x 
only Forty thouſand Men, 
In polyh'd Armour, ſhine againſt the Sun. 
PzRSEvs. | 
Dare but another Word, and not of Vengeance; 
And I will uſe thee, as I wou'd—my Brother. 
PreriICcLEs. © 
Vengeance! on whom ? 
PeRsSEvSs. 
On him. 
PezrICLES, 
What Vengeance? 
PERSEus. 
Blood. 


| PERICIES. 
"Tis yours. : 
Prises, 
What God will give it me? 
| PERICLES: 641. 
2 Tour on Right-hand. 
PERSEUsS. 
I date not—for my Father. 
PERI CIES. ; 
You ſhall dare; 
PERSEus. 
Shalt thou dare give Encouragement to Perſeus? 
Unfold thy Purpoſe ; I'll outſhoot the Mark. 
PERICLES. 
Where are you going ? | 
PrRSEus. 
To the mock Encounter. 
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PzriCLEs. 

What more like mock Encounter than the true 2 
P ERS EU 8. 

Enough He s dead! Twas Accident; *twas Error: 

No matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the Blame. 
PeRICLES. | 

Hold, Sir! I had forgot: On this Occaſion, 

The Troops are ſearch'd; and Foils alone are worn, 

Inſtead of Swords. 

. PERSEVUs. 
An Oſier were enough. 
Who pains my Heart, plants Thunder in my Hand. 


PERICLES. 


But, ſhould this fail— 


PERSEVUS. 
Impoſſible ! 
 PzRriCLESs. 
But, ſhould it, 
The Banquet follows. 
| PeRSEvs. 


Poiſon in his Wine. 
I thank the Gods! my Spirits are reviv'd ! 
I draw immortal Vigour from that Bowl ! 
PEeRICLES. 
Nay, ſhould both fail, the Field and Banquet too, 
All fails not; fairer Hopes to fair ſucceed : 
For know, my Lord, the King receiv'd with Joy 
The Marriage-Scheme, and ſent for Dymas Daughter. 
PERSEVS. 
Then there's a ſecond Bowl of Poiſon for him. 
PERITCLES. 
Yet more: This Ev'ning thoſe Ambaſſadors, 
Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the Name 
Of public Buſineſs, but, in Truth, to learn 
Your Brother's Conduct; are expected home: 
PERSEVS. 
Thoſe whom I-ſwore, before they parted hence, 
In dreadful Sacraments of Wine and Blood, 


3 To 
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To bring back ſuch Reports, as ſhou'd deſtroy him: 
And what if, to complete our ſecret Plan, 
We feign a i err A Friend the Conſul, 
To frcninhen our Ambaſſadors Report ? 

PRI ks. 
That Care, my Lord, be mine: I know a We 
Grown fat on Forgery; he'll counterfeit 
Old 2%intius Hand and Seal, by former Letters 
Sent to the King ; which you can gain with Eaſe. 

PERSEus. 

Obſerve—This Morning, at their Interview, 
The Romans, in effect, inform'd the King, 
That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore 
The Princeſs. This will give much Air of Truth, 
Tf our forg'd Letters ſay the Romans crown 
Demetrius King of Thrace, and promiſe more. 


- - PERICLES. 
My Lord, it ſhall be done. 
PERSEus. 
All cannot fail. [Trumpets. 
PrRrICLES. d 
The Trumpets found ; the Troops are mounted. 
P ERSEUS, 


Vengeance! 
Sweet Vengeance calls: Nor ever call a God 

Such ſwift Obedience: Like the rapid Wheel, 

I kindle in the Courſe; Fm there already; ; 

Snatch the bright Weapon; bound into my Seat; 
Strike; triumph; ſee him gaſping on the Ground, 

And Life, Love, Empire, ſpringing from his Wound. 
When godlike Ends, by Means unjuſt, ſucceed, 
The great Reſult adorns the daring Deed, 

Virtue's a Shackle, under fair Diſguiſe, 

To fetter Fools, while we bear off the Prize, [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Szcond Act, 


Ex ACT 


28 THE BROTHERS. 


Enter PERSEvVs. 


PERSEusS. 
NOWARD s in Ill, like Cowards in the Field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home, 
In bath, is Prudence: Guilt, begun, muſt fly 
To Guilt conſummate, to be ſafe. 


Enter PERICLES. 
PERICLES. 


PERSEus. 
Diſturb not my Devotions; they decline | 
The beaten Track, the common Path of Pray 
Ye Pow'rs of Darkneſs ! that rejoice in Ill; 
All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilential Blaſts 
To wither every Virtue in the Bud; 
To keep the Door of dark Conſpiracy, | 
And ſnuff the grateful Fumes of human Blood ! 
From Sulphur blue, or your red Beds of Fire, 
Or your black eban Thrones, auſpicious riſe ; 
And, burſting thro? the Barriers of this World, 
Stand in dread Contraſt to the golden Sun 
Fright Daylight hence with your infernal Smiles, 
And howl aloud your formidable Joy, 
While I tranſport you with the fair Record 
Of what your faithful Miniſter has done, 
Beyond yaur Inſpiration, ſelf- impell'd, 
To ſpread your Empire, and ſecure his own. 
Hear, and applaud, ——Now, Pericles ! proceed: 


Speak, 
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Speak, is the Letter forg'd 
| Pr ERICLES. | 
This Moment; and might he 
The cunning Eye of Jealouſy itſelf, | 
| PERSEZUus. 
"Tis well: Art thou appris'd of what hath vaſt 
Since laſt we parted ? | 
PerICLES. 
No, my Lord. 
PEeRrSEvs.- | 
Then rouſe 
Thy whole Aion Here weare in private: 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock Encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to real Rage. 
But blaſted be the Colards which I led! 
They trembled at a Boy. 
PERICLES, 
Ha! 
PERSEvS. 
Mark me well : 
The Villains fled ; but ſoon my Prudence turn'd 
To good Account that momentary Shame. 
Thus——1 pretend *twas voluntary Flight 
To ſave a Brother's Blood; accuſing him 
As Author of that Conflict I declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with Ardour and Succeſs. 
PERICLES, 
That's artful. What enſu'd ? 
PERSEUs. 
The Banquet follow? * 
Held by the Victor, as our Rites require: 
To which his eaſy Nature, ſoon appeas'd, 
Invited me. I went not; but ſent Spies 
To learn what paſt; which Spies, by chance detected, 
(Obſerve me) were ill us'd. 
PERICLES. 
By whom ? your "= ? 
E R- 
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PerSEUS, © | 
No; by his Sons of Riot. He foon after, 
Not knowing that my Servants were abus'd, 
Kind, and gay. heartod. care to viſit me. 
They, who miſus'd my Spies, ſor Self-defence, 
Conceal'd their Arms beneath the Robes of Peace, 
Of this inform d, again my Genius ferv'd me. 
PERIC LES. 
You took Occaſion, from theſe few in Arms, 
To charge a murderous Aſfault on all. 
l PERSEUs. 
True, Pericles : But mark my whole Addreſs; 
Againſt my Brother fwiſt I bar my Gates; 
F ly to my Father; and with artful Tears 
Accuſe Demetrius; firſt, of turning Sports, 
And guiltleſs Exerciſe, to mortal Rage ; 
Then, of inviting me (ſtill blacker Guilt!) 
To ſmiling Death in an invenom'd Bowl; 
And, laſt, that, both theſe failing, mad with Rage, 
He threw his Schemes of baffled Art aſide, 
And with arm'd Men avow'dly ſought my N 
PERICLES. 
Three ſtartling Atticles, and well concerted, 
Following each other in an eaſy Train, 
With fair Similitude of Truth ! But, Sir, 
How bore yout Father? 
PERSEUS. 
Oh be ſhook ! he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting Soul reeall'd with Eaſe, 
PERICLES. 
What ſaid he, when recovered ? 
PERSEUS, 
His Reſolve 
I know not yet; but, ſee, his Minion comes; 
And comes perhaps to tell me But I'll go 
Suſtain my Part, and echo loud my Wrongs, 
Nought ſo like Innocence, as perfect Guilt. 
If he brings aught of Moment, you'll inform me. 
| 4s Perſeus goes off, be is ſeiz'd by Officers, 
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Enter DV MAS. 


4 PERI ES. 
Ev'n as the King OF 
e "Uh + ; D 1 MAS. 
Ev'm às an agtd Oak 
Puſht to and fro, the Labour of the Stofm ; m; 
Whoſe largeſt Branches are ſtruck off by Thunder: 
Yet ſtill he lives, and on the Mountain groans; 
Strong in Affliction, awful from his Wounds, 
And more rever'd in Ruin, than in Glery. 
PERICEES. 

I hear Prince Perſeus has accus'd his Brother. 

ARS > | : act — 
True; and the King's Commands are now gone forth 
To throw them both in Chains; for farther Thought 
Makes Philip doubt the Truth of Per ſeus Charge. 

PERICLES. 

What then is his Deſign: 2 

_ Drmas. 

They both this — * 

Muſt plead their Cauſe before him. Nay, already, 
His Nobles, Judges, Counſellors, are met; 
And public Juſtice wears her ſterneſt Form: 
A more momentous Trial ne'er was known; 
Whether the Pleaders you ſurvey as Brothers, 
Or Princes known in Arts, or tam'd for Arms; 
Whether you ponder, in their awful Judge, 
The tender Parent, or the mighty King. 
Greece, Athens heats the Cauſe: The great Reſult 


Is Life, or Death; is Infamy, or Fame. Trumpæ. 
PRERICLES. 
What Trumpets theſe? & 
| Dy Mas. 2+ br 3 
They fummon to the Court. | [ Exennt. 
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SCENE draws, the Covunr, Kine, Ge. 


Enter Dv Mas, and takes his Place by the Kino. 
KING. 


9 Bring forth the Priſoners. 
Strange Trial this ! Here ſit I to debate, 


Which vital Limb to lop, nor that to fave, 


But render wretched Life more wretched ſtill. 
What ſee I, but Heav'n's Vengeance, in my Sons? 
Their Guilt a Scourge for mine: Tis thus Heav'n writes 


Its awful Meaning, plain in human Deeds, 


And Language leaves to Man. 


Enter PeR$SEuUS and DEMETRIvUS in Chains, from 
different Sides of the Stage; Perſeus follow'd by Pericles, 
and Demetrius by Antigonus. | 


DyMas. 
Dread Sir, your Sons, 

Kino. | 
I have no Sons; and that I ever had, 
Is now my heavieſt Curſe : And yet what Care, 
What Pains, I took to curb their riſing Rage ! 
How often have I rang'd thro' Hiſtory 
To find Examples for their private Uſe ? 
The Theban Brothers did I ſet before them 
What Blood! what Deſolation ! but in vain ! 
For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 
And bring thee Patterns thence of Brothers Love; 
The Quintii, and the Scipio's : But in vain! 
If I'm a Monarch, where is your Obedience? 


If I'm a Father, where's your Duty to me? 
If old, your Veneration due to Years ? 
But I have wept, and you have ſworn, in vain ! 


I had your Ear, and Enmity your Hearr. 


How was this Morning's Counſel thrown away 


How happy is your Mother in the Grave! 
She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs: Her Pangs, 
Her 
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Her pungent Pangs, throb thro? the Father's Heart. 


DEMETRIUS. 

You can't condemn me, Sir, to worſe than this. 
KINO. 

Than what, thou young Deceiver ? While I live, 
You both with impious Wiſhes graſp my Sceptre :; 
Nothing is ſacred, nothing dear, but Empire. 
Brother, nor Father, can you bear ; fierce Luſt 
Of Empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. 
Why pant you for it? to give others Awe ? 
Be therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it, 


While in a Father's Hand. 

DymMas. | 
| My Lord, your Warmth 
Defers the Buſineſs. 

KING. 


Am] then too warm? 
They that ſhould ſhelter me from ev'ry Blaſt, 
To be themſelves the Storm! O] how Rome triumphs ! 
Oh! how they bring this hoary Head to Shame ! 
Conqueſt and Fame, the Labour of my Lite, 
Now turn againſt me; and call in the World 
To gaze at what was Philip, but who now 
Wants ev'n the Wretch's Privilege—a With. 
What can I wiſh? Demetrius may be guiltleſs. 
What then is Per/eus ? Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them; but I'm condemn'd already; 
For both are mine, and one is foul as Hell. 
Should theſe twoHands wage War; (theſe Hands leſs dear!) 
What boots it which prevails ? In both I bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
You'll have no ſecond Hearing. Thou forbear. 

[To Demetrius, 


PERSEUS. 
Speak !—*Twas with utmoſt Struggle I forbore : 
Theſe Chains were ſcarce deſign'd to reach my Torgue. 
Their Treſpals is ſufficient, ſtopping here. 
[ Shewing bis Arms. 
" Theſe 
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Theſe Chains! for what? Are Chains for Innocence ? 
Not ſo; for, ſee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain Laws; 
Nor learn from him Defiance of their Frown ; 
Since Innocence and Guilt are us'd alike 
Blood-thirſty Stabbers, and their deſtin'd Prey ; 
Perſeus, and He will not call him Brother : 

| [ Pointing at Demetrius, 
He wants not that Enhancement of his Guilt. 

Kin cs. 
But cloſer to the Point; and lay before us 
Your whole Deportment this ill-fated Day. 
PERSEUS. 

Searce was he cool from that Embrace this Morning, 
Which you injoin'd, and I ſincerely gave; 
Nor thought he plann'd my Death within my Arms 
When holding vile, Oaths, Honour, Duty, Love, 
He fir'd our friendly Sports to martial Rage. 
If War, why not fair War ? But that has Danger. 
From hoſtile Conflict, as from Brothers Play, 
He bluſh'd not to invite me to his Banquet. Y 
I went not; and in that was I to blame! 
Think you, there nothing had been found but Peace ? 
From whence ſoon after Kally armed Men? | 
Think you, I nothing had to fear from Swords, 
When from their Foils I ſcarce eſcap'd with Life ? 
Or Poiſon might bis Valour ſuit as well. 
This paſs'd, as ſuits his Wiſdom, Macedomans ! 
Who volts o'er elder Brothers to a Throne : 
With an arm'd Rout he came to viſit me. 
Did I refuſe to go, a bidden Gueſt? 
And ſhould I welcome him, a threat'ning Foe 2 
Reſenting my Refuſal ; boiling for Revenge ! 


DEMETRIUS. 
Tis falſe, 
- ANTIGONUS. 


Forbear— The King | | 
Se PERSEUS. 
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PERSEuus. 
Had 1 receiv'd them, 
You now had mourn'd my Death, not heard my | Cauſe.— 
Dares he deny he brought an armed Throng ? 
Call thoſe I name; who dare this Deed, dare all ; 
Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. 
My Death alone can yield a ftronger Proof; 
Will no leſs Proof than that content a Father? 
PERICLES. 
Perſeus, you ſee, has Art, as well as Fire; 
Nor have the Wars worn Athens from his Tongue. 
PeRSEvVS. 
Let him, who ſeeks to bathe in Brother's Blood, 
Not find well-pleas'd the Fountain whence it flow'd : 
Let him, who ſhudders at a Brother's Knife, 
Find Refuge in the Boſom of a Father : 
For where elſe can I fly? whom elſe implore ? 
L have no Romans, wich their Eagles Wings, 
To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe, 
To mount full Rebel- high: I have their Hatred; 
And, Thanks to Heav'n! deſerve it: Good Demetrius 
Can ſee your Towns and Kingdoms torn away 
theſe Protectors; and ne er loſe his Temper. 
My Weakneſs! I confeſs, it makes me rave; 
It makes me weep—and my Tears rarely flow. 
PEzRICLES. 
Was ever ſtronger Proof of filial Love ? 
PERSEUS. 
Vain are Rome's Hopes, while you and I ſurvive : 
But ſhou'd the Sword take me, and Age my F ather, 
(Heav'n grant they leave him to the Stroke of Age) 
The Kingdom, and the King, are both their own; 
A duteous loyal King, a ſceptred Slave, 
A willing Macedonian Slave to Rome. 
KIS. 
Firſt let an Earthquake ſwallow Macedonia, 
PxRsSEvs. 
How, at ſuch News, wou'd Hannibal rejoice ? 
F 2 How 
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How the great Shade of Alexander ſmile ? 
The Thought quite choaks me up : I can no more. 
N r | 
Proceed ! 
þ PERSEUS. 
SAD No, Sir—Why have I ſpoke at all ? 
*T was needleſs : Philip juſtifies my Charge; 
Philip's the ſingle Witneſs which I call, 
To prove Demetrius guilty. 
KINO. 
What doſt mean? 
PERSEUS. | 
What mean I, Sir! what mean I!—To run mad; 
For who, unſhaken both in Heart and Brain, 
Can recollect it! 
KINO. 
What ? 
PERSEUS. | 
| | This Morning's Inſult, 
This Morning they ꝓroclaim'd him Philip's King. 
This Morning they forgave you for his Sake. 
O pardon, pardon I cou'd ſtrike him dead, 
K1NG. 
More Temper. 
PERSEUs. 
Not more Truth; that cannot be! 
And that it cannot, one Proof can't eſcape you 
For what but Truth cou'd make me, Sir, ſo bold ? 
Rome puts forth all her Strength to crown her Minion. 
Demetrius Vices, thriving of themſelves, 
Her fulſom Flatt'ries dung to ranker Growth, 
Demetrius is the Burden of her Song; 
Each River, Hill, and Dale, has learnt his Name; 
While elder Perſeus in a Whiſper dies. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives us Peace 
Demetrius is our God, and wou'd be ſo. 
My Sight is ſhort : Look on him you that can: 
What ſage Experience fitz upon his Brow, _ 


What 
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What awful Marks of Wiſdom, who vouchſafes 
To patronize a Father, and a King? 
Such Patronage is Treaſon. 
KING. 
Treaſon ! Death! 
PzRrSEvs, 
Nor let the Ties of Blood tie up the Hands 
Of Juſtice; Nature's Ties are broke already : 
For, who contend before you ?—Your two Sons? 
No; read aright, *tis Macedon, and Rome. 
A well-maſk*'d Foreigner, and your—only Son, 
Guard of your Life, and—Exile of your Love. 
Now, bear me to my Dungeon: What ſo fit 
As Darkneſs, Chains, and Death, for ſuch a Traitor ? 
KING. 
Speak, Demetrius. 
ANTIGONUS. 
My Lord, he cannot ſpeak ; accept his Tears— 
Inſtead of Words. 
PzrsSEvs.. 
His Tears as falſe, as they 
Now, with fine Phraſe, and Foppery of Tongue, 
More graceful Action, and a ſmoother Tone, 
That Orator of Fable, and fair Face, 
Will ſteal on your brib'd Hearts, and, as you liſten, 
Plain Truth, and I, plain Perſeus, are forgot. 
DEMETRIUS. 
My Father! King! and Judge! thrice awful Power! 
| Your Son, your Subject, and your Priſoner, hear; 
Thrice humble State! It I have Grace of Speech, 
(Which gives, it ſeems, Offence) be that no D Cele, 
Which oft has ſerv'd my Country, and my King: 
Nor in my Brother let it paſs for Virtue, 
That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem : 
For, oh! he wants not Art, tho' Grace may fail him. 
The wonted Aids of thoſe that are accus'd, 
Has my Accuſer ſeiz d. He ſhed falſe Tears, 
That my true Sorrows might ſuſpected flow : FR 
e 
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He ſeeks my Life, and calls me Murderer; 
And vows no Refuge can he find on Earth, 
That I may want it in a Father's Arms; 
Thoſe Arms, to which e'en Strangers fly for Safety. 
wes KINO. | 
Speak to your Charge. 
FEM DEMETRIUS. 
He charges me with Treaſon, 


If Pm a Traitor, if I league with Rome, 


Why did his Zeal forbear me till this Hour ? 


Was Treaſon then no Crime, till (as he feigns) 
I ſought his Life? Dares Perſeus hold, ſo much, 
His Father's Welfare cheaper than his own? 
Leſs Cauſe have I, a Brother, to complain. 
He ſays, I wade for Empire thro his Blood: 
He ſays, I place my Confidence in Rome: 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my Brow ? 
Will then a Sceptre, dipt in Brother's Blood, 
Conciliate Love, and make my Reign ſecure ? 
Falſe are both Charges; and he proves them falſe, 
By placing them together. 
| ANTIGONUS. 
That's well urg'd. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Mark, Sir, how Perſeus, unawares, abſolves me 
From Guilt in all, by loading all with Guilt. 
Did I deſign him Poiſon at my Feaſt? 
Why then did I provoke him in the Field ? 
That, as he did, he might refuſe to come ? 
When angry he refus'd, I ſhou'd have ſooth'd 
His rous'd Reſentment, and deferr'd the Blow ; 
Not deſtin'd him that Moment to my Sword, 
Which I before inſtructed him to ſhun. 
Thro' Fear of Death, did he decline my Banquet? 
Cou'd I expect Admittance then at his? | 
Theſe numerous Pleas at Variance, overthrow 
Each other, and are Advocates for me. - 
| | ER 


A TRAGEDY. 39 
P Rs EAus. 4 
No, Sir; Poſtbumius is his Advocate. 
KING. 
Art thou afraid that I ſhould hear him out? 
DEMETRIUS. 
Quit then this Picture, this well-painted Fear, 
And come to that, which touches hin1 indeed. 
.Why is Demetrius not deſpis'd of all, 
His Second in Endowments, as in Birth ? 
How dare I draw the Thoughts of Macedon ? 
How dare I gain Eſteem with foreign Powers ? 
Eſteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve? _. 
Theſe are his ſecret Thoughts; theſe burn within; 
Theſe ſting up Accuſations in his Soul ; 
Turn friendly Viſits to foul Fraud, and Murder; 
And pour in Poiſon to the Bowl of Love. | 
Merit is Treaſon in a younger Brother. 
# King. 
But clear your Conduct with regard to Rome. 
DEMETRIUS. | 
Alas! dread Sir, J grieve to find ſet down, 
Among my Crimes, what ought to be my Praiſe, 
That 1 went Hoſtage, or Ambaſſador, 
Was Philip's high Command, not my Requeſt ; 
Indeed, when there, in both thoſe Characters, 
I bore in Mind to whom I owe my Birth: 
Rome's Favour follow'd. If it is a Crime 
To be regarded, ſpare. a Crime you caus'd ; 
Caus'd by your Orders, and Example too. 
True, I'm Rome's Friend, while Rome is your Ally: 
When not, this Hoſtage, this Ambaſſador, 
So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her Foes ; 
At your Commands, fly ſwift on Wings of Fire, 
The native Thunder of a Father's Arm, 
ANTIGONUS. | 
There ſpoke at once the Hero, and the Son. 
DEMETRIUS. 


To cloſe—To thee, I grant, ſome Thanks are due; 
[ Speaking to Perſeus, 
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Not for thy Kindneſs, ' but Malignity : 


Thy Character's my Friend, tho* thou my Foe 


For, ſay whoſe Temper promiſes moſt Guilt ? 
Perſsus, importunate, demands my Death : 

I do not aſk for his: Ah! no; I feel 

Too pow'rtul Nature pleading for him here - 
But, were there no fraternal Tie to bind me, 
A Son of Philip muſt be dear to me. 

If you, my Father, had been angry with me, 
An elder Brother, a leſs awful Parent, 

He ſhou'd affwage you, he ſhou'd intercede, 
Soften my Failings, and indulge my Louth: 
But my Aſylum drops its Character; 

I find not there my Reſcue, but my Ruin. 


PxtRSEUS. 
His bold Aſſurance 


Kins. 
Do not interrupt him; 
But let thy Brother finiſh his Defence. 
DEMETRIUS, 
O Perſeus! How I tremble as I ſpeak ! 
Where is a Brother's Voice; a Brother's Eye? 
Where is the Melting of a Brother's Heart ? 


Where is our awful Father's dread Command ? 


Where a dear, dying Mother's laſt Requeſt ? 
Forgot, ſcorn'd, hated, trodden under Foot! 
Thy Heart, how dead to ev ry Call of Nature! 
Unſon'd ! unbrether'd ! nay, unhumaniz'd ! 
Far from Affection, as thou'rt near in Blood! 


Oh! Perſeus, Perſeus But my Heart's too full. 


[Falls on Antigonus, 
| | Kine. | X 
Support him. 
| PEeRSEvSs. 
Vengeance overtakes his Crimes. 
KING. 
No more! 


* 


ANT. 
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ANTIGONUS. ws: 
See, from his hoary Brow, he wipes * Dew, 
Which Agony wrings from him. 
K1Nnc. 
Oh ' my F riend, 
Theſe Boys at quife, like AÆina's ſtruggling {re ; 
Convulſions cauſe, and make a 23 A 
Shake Philips Firmneſs, and convulſe i Pons 
And, with a fiery Flood of civil War, 
Threaten to deluge my divided Land. 
I've heard them both; by neither am convinc'd: 
And yet Demetrius Words went thro my Heart. 
A double Crime, Demetrius, is your Charge; . 
Fondneſs for Rome, and Hatred to your Brother. | 
If you can clear your Innocence in one, 
"Twill give us Cauſe to think you wrong'd in both: 
| DEMETRIUS. 
How ſhall I clear it, Sir ? = 
Kins, 
This honeſt Man 
Deteſts the Romans : If you wed his Daughter, 
Rome's Foe becomes the Guardian of your Faith. 
DEMETRIUS. 
I told you, Sir, when I return'd from Rene 
K 1NG. | 
How !—Doft thou want an abſolute Command ? 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exact it. 
ANTIGONUS. 
See yonder Guards at Hand, if you refuſe. 
[ Aſide 70 Demetrius, 
Nay, more; a Father, fo diſtreis'd, demands 
A Son's Compaſſion, to becalm his Heart. 
Oh! Sir, comply. 
DEMETRIUS. 
There! there! indeed, you touch me! 
Beſides, if I'm confin'd, and Perſeus free, 
I never, never, ſhall behold her more. 


Pardon, ye Gods! an Artifice forc'd on me. [ Aſide: 
Er Dread 
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Dread Sir, your Son complies. 
Dy MAS. 
Aſtoniſhment! 
KING. 
Strike off his Chains. Nay, Perſeus too is free: 
They wear no Bonds, but thoſe of Duty, now. 

Dymas, go, thank the Prince : He weds your Daughter 
And higheſt Honours pay your high Deſert. [ Exit, 
DymMas. 

O, Sir, without Preſumption, may I dare 
To lit By raviſh'd Thought ?— 
DEMETRIUS. 
In what I've done, 
I paid a Duty to my Father's Will: 
And ſet you an Example, where 'tis due, 
Of not with-holding yours. 
 Drmas. 
My Duty, Sir, 
To you, can never fail. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Then, Dymas, I requeſt thee, | 
Go ſeek the King, and fave me from a Marriage 
My Brother has contriv'd, in artful Malice, 
To make me loſe my F ather, or my Love. 
Go, charge the juſt Refuſal on thyſelf. : 
DyMas. 
What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, 
You, Sir, may diſappoint : But, to take c on me' 
The Load of the Retuſal 
DEMETRIUS. 
Is no more 
Than Dymas owes his Honour, if he'd ſhun 
The natural Surmiſe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this foul Treaſon. 
Dy MAS. 
| Sir, the King | 
Knows what he does; and, if he ſeeks my Glory 
D EME 
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DzMETRIvUS. | 
In a Degree, deſtructive of his own : 
*Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 
Your Duty to your King. 
| DyMas. 
You'll better tell 
DEMETRIUS. 
Yes, was tell the King, he wounds his Honour, 
By lifting up a Minion from the Duſt, 
And mating him with Princes. Uſe your Power 
Againſt yourſelf, Yes, uſe it, like a Man, 
In ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
Indulgence, Juſtice and abſolve your Maſter, 
Tho' Kings delight in raiſing what they love, 
Leſs owe they to Themſelves, than to the Throne ; 
Nor muſt they proſtitute its Majeſty, 
To ſwell a Subject's Pride, how cer deſerving. 
DyMas. 
What the King grants me— 
DEMETRIUS. 
Talk not of a Grant: 
What a King ought not, that he cannot give 
And what is more than meet from Princes Bounty, 
Is Plunder, not a Grant. Think you, his Honour 
A Perquiſite belonging to your Place, 
As Favourite paramount? Preſerve the King 
From doing Wrong, tho* Wrong is done for you ; 
And ſhew, tis not in Favour to corrupt thee. 
DyMas. 
| fought not, Sir, this Honour. 
DEMETRIUS, 
| But would take it. 
True Majeſty's the very Soul of Kings; 
And, Rectitude's the Soul of Majetty : 
If mining Minions ſap that ReCtitude, 
The King may live, bat Majeſty expires : | 
And he that — Majeſty, impairs | 
G 2 That 
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4 THE BROTHERS. 
That juſt Obedience public God requires; 


Doubly a Traitor, to the Crown, and State. 
DyYMas. 


_Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas'd to give ; | 


DEMETRIUS. 
Can a King give thee more than is his Own ? 
Know, a King's Dignity is gwblic Wealth; 
On that ſubfiſts the Nation's:Fame, and Power. 
Shall fawning Sycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up.their Maſter, and dethrone his Glory ? 
What: are ſuch Wretches ? What, but Vapours foul, 
From Fens and Bogs, by Royal Beams exhal'd, 
That Radiance intercepting, which ſhou'd chear 
The Land at large? Hence Subjects Hearts grow cold, 
And frozen Loy yalty forgets to flow : 
But, then tis ſlipp'ry Stand for the Minion: 
Stains on his Eran, to their oyal Matter 
Such Miſcreants are; not Jewels in his Crown. 
If you perſiſt, Sir—But, of Words, no more 
To me, to threat, is harder than to do! 

DyYMas. 

Let me embrace this genuine Son of E 
When warm Debates divide the cube Land. 
Should I not know the Prince moſt fit to reign ? 
Te try'd you, as an Eagle tries her You 
And find, your dauntleſs Eye is fix d -- + 2 
Pl to the King, and your Commands obey.—— 
We muſt give young Men Opiates in a Fe ever. [Aldi, 
Yes, Boy, I will obey thee, to thy Ruin. 
Erixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. [Exit Dymas, 

DEMETRIUS. 
Theſe Stateſmen nothing woo, but Gold and Power. 
I'm a bold Advocate for other Love; To 
Tho”, at their Bar, indicted for a Fool. 
When Reaſon, like the {kilful Charioteer, 
Can break the. fiery Paſſions to the Bit, 
And, ſpite of their licentious Sallies, keep 
T he- radiant Track of Glory; Paſſions, then, 


Ars 
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Are Aids and Ornaments. Triumphant Reaſon, 

Firm in her Seat, and ſwift in her — 

Enjoys their Violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 

Their formidable F lame, for high Renown. 
Take then my Soul, fair Maid! tis wholly thine, - 

And thence I foal an Energy divine. 

When Objects, worthy Praiſe, our Hearts approve, 

Each Virtue grows on confecrated Love: 

And, ſure, ſoft Paſſion claims to be forgiv'n, 


When Love of Beauty is the Love of - aft 


E of tbe Tuns Act. 
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Enter ERIx EN E and DELIA. 


ERIXENE. 

, IS plain! *tis plain! this Marriage gains her Father: 

He join'd to Rome, the Crown. Thy Words were true; 
He wooes the Diadem, that Diadem which I 
Deſpis'd for him. O, how unlike our Loves! 
But it is well; he gives me my Revenge. 
Wed Dymas' Daughter ! What a Fall is there? 
Not the World's Empire could repair his Glory. 

| DELIA. 

Madam, you can't be mov'd too much But why 
More now than at the firſt ? 


ERIXENE, 

a At firſt I doubted : 
For who, that lov'd like me, could have believ'd? 
I diſbeliev'd what Pericles reported; 
And thought it Perſeus Art to wound our Loves. 
But when the good Antigonus, ſworn Friend 
To falſe Demetrius, when his Word confirm'd it, 
Then Paſſion took me, as the Northern Blaſt 
An Autumn Leaf. O Gods! the dreadful Whirl ! 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her: Laughs and plays; 
Mingles his Dalliance with inſulting Mirth ; 
To this new Goddeſs offers up my Tears; 
Yes, with my Shame and Torture, wooes her Love. 
] ſee, hear, fecl it! O theſe raging Fires ! 
Can then the Thing we ſcorn give ſo much Pain? 


DELIA. 
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SLATE DI nee 
Madam, theſe Tranſports give him Cauſe to triumph! 
ERIXENE. 
I vent my Grief to thee; he ne er ſhall know it. 
If I can't conquer, Pl conceal my Paſſion ; © 
And ſtifle all its Pangs beneath Diſdain. 
DELIA. 
The greateſt Minds are moſt relenting too: 
If then Demetrius ſhould repent his Crime 
. ERIXENE. 
If ſtill my Paſſion burns, it ſhall burn inward : 
On the fierce Rack in Silence Pl expire, | 
Before one Sigh eſcape me Ie repent ! 
What wild Extravagance of Thought is thine ? 
But did he? Who repents, has once been falſe : 
In Love, Repentance but declares our Guilt; . 
And injur'd Honour—ſhall exact its Due. ' 
In vain his Love, nay, mine, ſhould groan in vain ! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, Vengeance, reigns ! 
Our firſt Love murder'd, is the ſharpeſt Pang 
A human Heart can feel. | 
DELIA. 
The King approaches. 


Enter the KI N , Ec. 


KINO. 

Madam, at length we ſee the Dawn of Peace, 
And hope an End of our domeſtic Jars. 
The jealous Perſeus can no longer fear 
Demetrius is a Roman; ſince this Day | 
Makes him the Son of Dymas, Rome's worſt Foe. 

| ERIXENE. 
Already, Sir, I've heard, and heard with Joy, 
Th' important News. | 


KINGS. 
To make our Bliſs run o'er, 
You, Madam, will complete what Heav'n begins; 
And fave the love-ſick Perſeus from Deſpair : 


3 That 
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That Marriage would leave Rome without Pretence 
To touch our Conqueſt ; and for ever join 

To theſe Dominions long-diſputed. Thrace. 


. 5 Enter Dy MAs. 
„ 
Tho' Thrace by Conqueſt ſtoops to Macedon, 
I know my Rank, and would preſerve its Due, 
With meditated Coldneſs have I heard 
Prince Perſeus Vows ; unwilling to conſent, 
Before reſtor'd to my Forefathers Throne, 
_ Leſt that Conſent ſhould merit little Thanks, 
As flowing leſs from Choice, than your Command: 
But ſince the Roman Pride will find Account 
In my perſiſting ſtill ; and Philip ſuffer ; 
I quit the lofty Thought on which I ſtood, 
And yield to your Requeſt. 
| r | 
| Indulgent Gods! 
Bleſt Moment! How will this with Tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after Years of Pain? 
Dy Mas. 
My Lord, Pve heard what paſt, and give you Joy 
Of Perſeus Nuptials, which your State requires: 
But for Demetrius think of thoſe no more. 
Far from accepting fuch a Load of Glory, 
I bring, I bring, my Lord, this forfeit Head 
Due to my bold Refuſal. 
| KINO. 
: Dares the Boy 
Fall from his Promiſe ; and impoſe on thee 
Forced Dilobedience to my Royal Pleaſure ? 
ne. 
No, my moſt honour'd Lord, there, there's my Crime: 
Fond of the Maid, with Ardour he preſt on; 
But-ſhould I dare pollute his Blood with mine? 
But you, Sir, authorize it, —ſtil] more baſe, 
To wrong a Maſter ſo profuſely kind. 


Kino. 
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KINO. 
That Man is noble on whom Philip ſmiles. _ 
Come, come, there's ſomething more in this—explain. 
Dymas. 
Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful Office ? 
Yet can't I tell you more than Fame has told ; 
Which ſays Demetrius is in League with Rome. 
Why weds Ambition then an humbic Maid, 
But to gain me to Treaſon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay the ſubtile Stateſman plann'd this MAT 
To raiſe his Blood into his Maſter's Throne. 
No, Sir, preſerve my Fame, let Life ſuffice. 


Enter PERICLES. 


PerICLES. 
Sir, your Ambaſſadors arriv'd from Rome. —- 
| (Preſents a Letter. 
KING. 
Ha! I muſt read it - this will tell me more. 
(After reading it 


O Princeſs! Now our only Comfort flows 
From your Indulgence to my better Son. 
This dreadful News precipitates my Wiſh. 
To keep rapacious Rome, from firing Thrace, 
You cannot wed too ſoon : My fair Ally ! 
What if you bleſs me, and my Son to-morrow ? 
ERIXENE. 
Since you requeſt, and your Affairs demand it, 
Without a Bluſh—I think I may comply. 
KixG, 
O Daughter ! but no more—The Gods will chank you! 
I go to bleſs my Perſeus with the News. 
DyMas. 
Thus the Boy's dead in Empire, and in Love. 
( Exeunt King, Dymas, Oe, 


H Ex1xeve. 
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_ Exrnxene. 
I triumph! I'm reveng'd ! I reign! I reign! 
Nor thank Demetrius Treaſon for a Crown. 
Love is our own Cauſe, Honour is the Gods. 
] can be glorious without Happineſs ; 
But without Glory never can be bleſt. 
Der 1a. 
is well; but can you wed the Man you ſcorn ? 
ER1XENE, 
Wed any thing, for Vengeance on the perjur'd. 
Pl now inſult him from an higher Sphere: 
This unexpected Turn may gall his 2 © DA 
Whate'er has Pangs for him, has Charms for me. 
e 
A rooted Love is ſcarce ſo ſoon remov'd. 
EnxIXENE. 
If not, the greater Virtue to controul it; 
And ftrike at his Heart, tho? *tis through my own. 
| DzrL1a. 
I can't but praiſe this Triumph; yet I dread 
The Combat ſtill. And ſee, the Foe draws near. 


, 


Enter DEMETRIUS. 


DzMzTRIVS. 
Erixene |! | 
| E RIXENE. 
My Lord! 
DEMETRIUS. 
My pale Cheek ſpeaks, 
My trembling Limbs prevent my faltering Tongue, 
And aſk you 
ERIXENE. 
What, my Lord ? 
DEMETR1Us. 
- My Lord ?—Her Eyes 


Gonfum i it nome; _ yet, BTK. a Crime, 
| I can't 
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I can't believe it. O Erixene—— . ._ -» 
ERIXENE. | "ix 
I gueſs your Meaning, Sir, but am ſurpriz'd d 
That Dyma Son ſhould think of ought I 0. 
DEMETRIUS. © _ 5. 
Falſe are my Senſes ! falſe both Ear and Eye! AQ 
All, all be rather falſe than her I love 
ERIXENE. 7 
She paſt not, Sir, this Way. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Is then my Pain 
Your Sport? and can Erixene pretend ' 
Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the King? 
An Artifice made uſe of for your Sake : 
A Proof, not Violation of my Love. 
ERIXENE. 
I thought not of your Love, nor Artifice : 
Both were forgot ; or, rather, never known. 
But without Artifice I tell you this; 
Your Brother lays his Sceptre at my Feet, 
And whole Example bids my Heart reſiſt 
The Charms of Empire ? 
DrurrRlus. 
This is Woman's Skill: 
You ceaſe to love, and from my Conduct ſtrive 
To labour an Excuſe. For if indeed 
You thought me falſe, had you been thus ſerene, 
Calm, and unruffled ? No; my Heart 1ays, no. 
Paſſions, if great, tho” turn'd to their Reverſe, 
Keep their Degree, and are great Paſſions ſtill. 
And ſhe who, when ſhe thinks her Lover falſe, 
Retains her Temper; -. never loſt her Heart. 
ERIxXXNE. 
That I'm ſerene, ſays not I never Jov'd. 
Indeed the Vulgar float as Paſſion drives; 
But noble Minds have Reaſon for their Queen. 


While you deſerv'd, my Paſſion was ſincere 7 
H 2 You 
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You change, my Paſſion dies. But, pardon, Sir, 
It my vain Mind thinks Anger is too much: 
Take my Neglect, I can afford no more. 
DemETRIVS. 
No, Rage! Flame! Thunder ! give a thouſand Deaths! 
Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadiul Calm! 
This curſt Indifference! which like a Froſt 
In Northern Seas, out-does the fierceſt Storm. 
Commanded by my Father to comply, 
I feign'd Obedience :—Had I then refus'd —— 
ERIXENE, 
I grant the Conſequence had been moſt dreadful! 
I grant that Dymas' Daughter had been angry. 
DEeMETRIVSs. 
Aſk Dymas with what Rage 
ER1XENE. 
You well might rage, 


To be reſus'd. 
DEMETRIUS. 


- Refus'd ! 
ER1XENE. 
He told your Secret ; 
The King, and I, and all the Court can witncis. 
DzmETrICS. 
Reſus'd ! falſe Villain! O the perjur'd Slave ! 

. Hell-bern Impoſtor! Madam, *tis moſt ſalſe 
Warm from my Heart is every Word I ſpeak ! 
The. Villain hes! believe the Pangs that rend me; 

Believe the Witneſs ſtreaming from my Eyes, 
And let me ſpeak no more. 
ERIXINE. 
I do believe 
Your Grief ſincere. I've heard the Maid is fair, 
DEMETRIUS. 
Proceed; and thus indeed com mit that Crime 
You faliely charge on me. The Crown'has charm'd you. 


How warm this Morning did y au preſs my Flight? 
The 
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The Cauſe is plain: An out- rag'd Lover's Groan, 
And dying Agony moleſt our Ear, 
And hurt the Muſic of a nuptial Song. 
ERIXENE, 
Since your conſtancy perſiſts to charge 
Its Crime on my Ambition, I'll be kind, 
And leave you in Poſſeſſion of an Error, 
Of which you ſeem ſo fond. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Ah! ſtay one Moment! 
Enter PersEuUs and PERICLES. 
PERSEVS, 
Erixine ! 
DemeTRIVS. 
Diſtraction ! [Starting] 
ERIXINE. 
'Tis well tim'd. 
My Lord, your Brother doubts if I'm fincere, 
And thinks (an Error natural: to him) 
ll break my Vow to you. —Yow'll clear my Fame, 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
Erixine's at once, a Bride, and Queen. 
7 { Exit Erixine, 
PrRskgus. 
When I have work'd him up to Violence, 
Bring thou the King, and pity my Diſtreſs. 
[To Pericles, who goes out, 
DeMeTRIUS. 
On what Extremes extreme Diſtreſs impels me ? 
In Things impoſſible I put my Trutt; 
I, in my only Brother, find a Foe 
Yet in my Rival, hope the greateſt Friend. 
When all our Hopes are lodg'd in ſuch Expedients, 
"Tis as if Poiſon were our only Food; 
And Death was call d on as the Guard of E 
Prxskus. 


Why 0ſt thou droop? 
Dr. 
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DEMETR1UsS. | 

\. Becauſe I'm dead; quite dead 
To Hope; and yet rebellious to Deſpair ; 
Like Ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the Bars of Death. 
Strange is my Conduct? Stranger my Diſtreſs; 
Beyond Example both ! Who &er before me 
Preſs'd his worſt Foe, to prove his trueſt Friend? 
But tho* thou'rt ot my Brother, thou'rt a Man; 
And, if a Man, compaſſionate the worſt - 
That Man can feel; tho' found that worſt in me. 

P Rs kus. 


What wouldſt? 


DEMETRIUS. ' 

Unclinch thy Talons from thy Prey; 
Let the Dove fly to his her Neſt again. [8!riking bis 
For, oh | the Maid's unalienably mine, Breaſt. 
Tho” now thro? Rage run mad, and turn'd to thee. 
How often have I languiſn'd at her Feet ? 
Baſk'd in her Eye, and revelPd in her Smile? 
How often, as ſhe liſt'ned to my Vows, 
Trembling and pale with Agonies of Joy, 
Have I leit Earth, and mounted to the Stars? 

PEERSEVs. 


There Dymas' Daughter ſhone above the reſt, 


Illuſtrious in thy Sight. 
DEMrrRlus. 
Thy Taunt, how falſe ?— 


Tr no leſs preſs your Int'reft than my own. 


Think you 'tis poſſible her Heart ſo long 


Inclin'd to me, the Price of all my Vows, 
Purchas'd by Tears and Groans, and paid me . 
In tendereſt Returns of Love divine, 
Can in one Day be yours? Impoſſible 
- PERSEUS. | 
It I'm deceiv'd, I'm pleas'd with the Deccit. 
How my Heart dances in the golden Dream ? 
In Pity do not wake me *till to-morrow. 


8 Dz- 6 
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DxzMETRIUS. 
Then thou'lt awake diſtracted; —Fruſt me, Brother !* 
She gives her Hand alone. 
PERSEUS. 
Nor need I more; 
That Hand's enough that brings a Scepter int. 
I ſcorn the Prince who weds with meaner Views. 
Her Duty's mine, and I conceive ſmall Pain 
From your ſweet Error, that her Love is yours. 
Pm pleas'd ſuch cordial er of your oαn Merit 
— you in Diſtreſs. 
DEMETRIUS. 
inhuman Perſeus ! 
If Pity dwells within the Heart of Man, 
If due that Pity to the laſt Diſtreſs, 
Pity a Lover exquiſitely pain'd, 
A Lover exquiſitely pain'd by you. 
Oh!] in the Name ft all Gods, lene 
Give me my Princeſs ! Give her to my Throes ! 
Amidſt a Thouſand you may chuſe a Love; 
The ſpacious Earth contains but one for me. 
But oh! I rave: Art thou not he, the Man 
Who drinks my Groans like Muſick at his Ear ? 
And wou'd as Wine, as Nectar drink my Blood ? 
Are all my Hopes of Mercy lodg'd in thee ? 
O rigid Gods! and ſhall I then fall down |! 
Embrace thy Feet, and bathe them with my Tears ? 
Yes, I will drown thee with my Tears, my Blood, 
So thou afford a human Ear to Pangs, 
A Brother's Pangs, a Brother's broken Heart. 
PxszEus. 
Pardon, Demetrius, but the Princeſs calls, 


And Jam bound to go. 0 HWA 
DEMETRIUS. 


O ſtay. [ laying hold of bim. 
PERSEVS- f 


You tremble. 1 02% 
De- 
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 DemeTRIvVs. 


The Princeſs calls, and you are bound to FP > 
PE RSEUS. | 


E'en ſo. 
DEMETRIUS. 
What Princeſs. 
PrRSEus. 
Mine. 
D uTRIVUs. 
"Tis falſe. 
Persevs. 
Unhand me. 
: DemeTRIUS. 
What, ſee, talk, touch, nay taſte her like a Bee, 
Draw Honey from her wounded Lip, while I 
Am ſtung to Death ! 
Pzzsevs. 
The Triumph once was your's. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Rip up my Breaſt, or you ſhall never ſtir.” 
My Heart may viſit her! O ! take it with you. 
Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been ? 
Have I not claſp'd her Shadow ? Trod her Steps? 
Tranſported trod! as if they led to Heaven | 
Each Morn my Lite I lighted at her Eye, 


And, every Evening, at its Cloſe expir'd. 
[ Burſts into Tears. 


PzrsEvs. 
Fie ! thou'rt a Roman; can a Roman weep ? 
Sure Alexander's Helmet can ſuſtain | 
Far heavier Strokes than theſe. For Shame, Demetrius, 
E'en ſnatch up the next Sabin in thy Way, 
*T'will do as well. [ going. 
4 DeMETR1US. 
i! By Heaven you ſhall not ſtir. 
i Long as I live, I ſtand a World between you, 


| And keep you diſtant as the Poles aſunder. 2 
Ee 2 wa 


* 


And he pretends ſhe Was refus'd-by 
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Who takes my Love, in Mercy takes my Life; 
Thy bloody Paſs cleave thro? thy Brother's Breaſt. 
I beg, I challenge, I provoke my Death. [his Hand up- 
on bis Sword. 


Enter KinG and DyMas. 


PERSEUS, 
You will not murder me? 
- DzMeTRIvS. 

Yes, you and all. 

Kins. 
How like a Tyger foaming o'er his Prey | — 

* PERSBUS. -:- + 
Now, Sir, believe your Eye, believe your Ear, 
And till believe me perjur d as this Morning. 
IN. | 
Heav'n's Wrath's exhauſted, there's no more to fear. 
My darling Son found criminal in all. 4 
DzMETRIUS. | 

That Villain mere to blaſt me! Yes, I'll ſpeak, 
For what have I to fear, who feel the wortt ? _ 
*Tis Time the Truth were known. That Villain, Sir, 
Has cleft my Heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; | 


But his Confeſſion ſhall redeem my Fame, 


And reinthrene me in my Princeſs' ſmile 
Or I'll return that falſe Embrace he gave me, 
And ſtab him in your Sight. 

KINO. 

- Hold, Inſolent! 
Where's s your Reſpect to me? 

DEMETRIUS. 
O Royal Sir! | 

That bu undone me. Thro* Reſpect I gave 
A feign'd Conſent, which this black Artifice 
Has turn'd to my Deſtruction. I refus d 
That Slave's, that curſed deen en Daughter 


Hence, 


— 
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Hence, hence, this Deſolation. Nought I fear, 
Tho? Nature groan her laſt, And mall he then 
3 and —— ? 
| Kin. 
Guards there! ſeize the Prince! 
The Man you menace you ſhall learn to fear. 
DyMas. 
Hold, Sir! not this for me! It is your Son: 
What is my AN tho pour d upon * Feet? 
— ING. 
Is this a Son? PE 
.  - DremeTRIVS. 
No, Sir, -my Crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a Father's Honour, 
To catch the Glories of a falling Crown, 
And ſave it from Pollution. But I've done. 
1 die, unleſs my Princeſs is. reſtor d, [pointing to Dy mas. 
And if I die, by Heav'w and Earth and Hell! _ 
His ſordid Blood ſhall mingle with the Duſt, 

And ſee if thence twill mount into the Throne. 
O, Sir! think of it! I'll expect my Fate. L Exit Dem. 
„ Kine 
And thou Mak have it. 

S Dyruas. J 
How, my Lord, in Tears! 
KING. | 
fs if the Gods came down in Evidence! 
How many ſudden Rays of Proot concur 
To my Conviction? Was &er equal Boldneſs ? 


But *tis no Wonder from a Brother King ; 
| Produces the forę d Latter. 


This King of 7. brace — To-morrow he'll be King 


He therefore dies re" 


Of Maceaon,— 
PrRS EUS. [ 4/fide to Dy mas. 


And yet I daubt it, for I know his Fondneſs. 
Thou practice well the Leſſon I have taught thee, 


Afflicted 


While I put ona ſolemn * ace of Woe, 
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<9 
Afflicted for a Brother's early Fall. 
Heaven knows with what Regret. — 1 * your. 


Safety 1 71 
| Preſenting the Mandat: for Deme: rrius s Death. 
KING. 1 
What giv thou here ? 
| DymMas. 
Your Paſſport to Renown. 


You ſign your Apotheoſis in that. 
What ſcales the Skies, but Zeal for public Good ? 


PerSEvs. 
How God-like Mercy? 
Dyvuas. 
Merey to Mankind, 120 
By Treaſon aw'd. 
Kixo. 


Muſt then thy Brother bleed ? [To Perſeus. 
[Dymas ſeeming at a loſs, Perſeus whiſpers 


him, and gives a Letter. 
DruAs. F1 
No Sir, the N of Thrace. Looking on the Letter. 


Why that is true —— 
Yet who, if not a Father, ſhould forgive? T7 
DyMas. | 
Who Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt? 
Kino, | 
Is't not my Son? | [To Dymas. 
| \ » DymMas. 
If not, far leſs his Guilt, 
KINO. * 9 
Is't not my t other Perſeus? (7 o Perſeus, 
PersEvs, | 91 
r, L thank you. 
That ſeeks your Crown, and Life. 200 


SING: 
| ' And Life ? 
I 2 ; | DyMas 


ä — 
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 Dymas. | 
No Sir. 
Hel only rake y your Crown, you Mill may live. 
8 

Heav' n blaſt thee for that Thought, 

PersEvs. + 

- Why ſhakes my Father ? 
Kino. 


It ſtabs, it gnaws, it harrows up my Soul. 
Is he not young? Was he not much indulg'd ? 
Gall'd by his Brother? Doubted by his Father? 
Tempted by Rome? A Nation to a Boy? 
Dyas. 
O a mere Infant that depoſes Kings. 
KING. 
Ng. once « ſav'd my Crown. 
| DymMas. 
And now would wear it, 
KIxC. 
om my Head ſwims | 
Wan | ; PersEvs. 
Nor ſtrange ; the Taſk is ad, 
— |  Dymas. - 
Yet ſcarce for him. Brutus was but a Roman. : 
[ Speaking as if be would not have the _ bear. 
Yet like a Philip dar'd, and is immortal. 
Kine. 


J hear thee, Dymas ; give me then the Mandate. 


[Going to fign, be flops ſhort. 
YMAS,: - 
No wonder if his Mother thus had paus'd. 


— 8 PERSBUs. 


Rank Cankers on thy Tongue, why mention be her! a b Aſide. 
KinG. 


O Gods! I ſee her noh what am I doi 


2 = the Style. 
[ {ee her dying Eye let fall a Tear 
In 
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In favour of Demetrius. — Shall I ſtab 
Her lovely Image ſtampt on every Feature ? 


DyMas. 
His Soul _ | r. 
| KING. 
Thou lyſt, be gone. 
(Perſeus and Dymas in great Confuſion, Perſeus 


| Dymas. whiſpers Dymas. 

True, that, or nought will touch him. (Afide to Perl. 

It Sir, your Mercy —— {To the King. 
PkRSEus. 


O ſpeak on of Mercy. 
Mercy the darling Attribute of Heav'n. 
Dyuas. 
If you ſhould ſpare him 
Kino. 
What if I ſhould ſpare him? 
Dyas. 
I dare not ſay—Your Wrath again might riſe. 
KING. | 
Yes, if thou'rt ſilent What if I ſhould ſi pare him? 
Dymas. 
Why if you ſhould proud Rome would thank you fort it. 
KINO. 
Rome — Her Applauſe more ſhocks me than his Death. 
O thou, Death's Orator ! dread Advocate 
For bowelleſs Severity! aſſiſt | 
My trembling Hand, as thou haſt ſteel'd my Heart. 
And if it is Guilt in me, ſhare the Guilt. 
He's dead. Signs.] And if I blot it with one Tear, 
Perſeus, tho? leſs affected, will forgive me. 
Prxskus. 
Forgive]! Sir, I applaud, and wiſh my Sorrow 
Was mild enough to weep. 
[The King going out meets Demetrius in Mourning, 
introduced by Antigonus. 


[King 
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(King farts back, and drops on Dymas. 

Recovering ſpeaks. 
KINO. 

This, Fate, is thy tenth Wave, and quite o'erwhelms me. 

It leſs had ſhock*'d me, had I met his Ghoſt. 

This is a Plot to ſentence me to Death. 

What haſt thou done, my mortal Foe! thrown Bars 

[To Antigonus. 

Athwart my Glory? but thy Scheme ſhall fail. 

As ruſhing Torrents ſweep th” obſtructing Mound, 

So Phulp meets this Mountain in his Way, 


Yet keeps his Purpoſe ſtill. 
| [Perſeus and Pericles whiſper aſide. 


PERICLES. 
J can't but ſear it. 
PrRSsEus. 


I grant the Danger great, yet don't deſpair. 


Jove is againſt thee, Perſeus on thy Side. 
ANT1IGONUS. 


The Prince, dread Sir, low on his bended 0 
KING. 
This way, Antigonus.— Do 'ſt mark his Bloom I 


Grace in his Aſpe&, Grandeur in his Mein ? 
ANTIGONUS. 


I do. 


Kino. 
Tis falſe, take a King's Word. —He's dead. 


That Darling of my Soul would ſtab me ſleeping. 

How dar'ſt chou ſtart? Art thou the Traitor's F n ? 

It thou art pale, what is enough for me ? 

How his Grave yawns, Oh! that it was my own. 
ANTIGONUS, 


Mourn not the Guilty. 


KING. 

No, he's innocent; 
Death pays his Debt to Juſtice, and that done, 
I grant him ſtill my Son, as ſuch I love him; 


Tes, 
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Yes, and will claſp him to my Breaſt, while yet 
His Clay is warm, nor moulders at my ; | 
PERSEUS. 
.A Curſe on that Embrace. [ Aſide. 
Dyas. 
Nay worſe, he weeps. 
KING. | 
Poor Boy, be not deceiv'd by my Compaſſion ; 
My Tears are cruel, and I groan thy Death.' -. 


DEMETR1US. 
And am I then to die? It Death's decreed, 
Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the Knife 
Cf Midnight Ruffians, that have forg'd my Crimes. 
For you I beg, for you | pour my Tears; 
You are deceiv'd, diſbanour'd, [ am only ſlain. 
Oh! Father 


KING. 
Father? There's no Father here; ; 
Forbear to wound me with that tender Name. 


Nor raiſe all Nature up in Arms againſt me. 
DeMeTRIvS. 


My Father! Guardian! Friend! nay Deity ! 
What leſs than Gods give Being, Lite, and Death ! 
My dying Mother 


RING. 
Hold thy Peace I charge thee. 
DEMETRIvUs. | | 
Prefling your Hand, and bathing it with Tears, 
Bequeath'd, your Tenderneſs for her, to me ; 
And low on Earth my Legacy claim, 
Claſping your Knee, * daniſh'd from your Breaſt, 
ING. 
My Knees !--- Would that were all, he graſps my Heart. 
Perſeus, canſt thou ſtand by and ſee me ruin'd ? 
[ Reaching his Hand to Perſeus. 
PeR$Evs. 


Looſe, looſe thy Hold.---It is my Father too. 
E King 
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_ Kine. 
Yes, Macedon and thine, and I'll preſerve Few 
DzMzETR1vUs. 


| Who once before preſerv'd it- from the Thraciau ? 


And who at Thracimene turnd the lifted Bolt 
From Philip's hoary Brow ? 
RING. 

I'll hear no more. 
o! Dymas ! Pericles ! aſſiſt ne, 
Unbind me, diſinchant me, break this Charm 
Of Nature, that Accomplice with my Foes; = 
Rend me, O rend me, from the Friend of Rome. 

- PzRSEvVS. 


Nay then, howe'er reluctant, aid I muſt. 


The Friend of Rome ?—That ſevers you for ever; 

Tho moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit: 

As ae rends the knotted Oak aſunder. 

DMETRIUus. 

In ſpite of Lightning 1 renew the Tie, 

And ſtubborn is the Graſp of dying Men. 

Who's he that ſhall divide me — myſelf! ? 

[Demetrius is forc'd from tbe King's Knees, on 

which, ſtarting up, he flings bis Arms n. 
his Father. 

Still of a Piece with him from whom | grew, 


Pl bleed on my Aſylum, dart my Soul 


In this Embrace, and thus my Treaſon crown, 
KING. 

Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, | 

From the curs'd. Eagle's Talons wrench my Crown; 

And this barb'd Arrow from my Brealt—Tis done: 
Foro d lea, 

And the Blood guſhes after it. faint. - | 

Dyas. 
Support the King. 


Pxksrus. 
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PerSEvus. 
While Treaſon licks the Duſt. 
[Pointing at Demetrius fallen in the Struggle. 
Drymas. 
A Field well fought. 
P ERsEus. 
And Juſtice has prevail'd. 
Kino. 
O that the Traitor could conceal the Son! 
Farewel, once beſt belov'd ! ſtill moſt deplor'd ! 
He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy Tomb. 
[ Exit King. 
DemMeTRIUS. 
Proſtrate on thee, my Mother Earth, be thou 
Kinder than Brother, or than Father; open 
And ſave me in thy Boſom from my — Friends. 
Friends, ſworn to waſh their Hands in guiltleſs Tears, 
And quench infernal Thirſt in kindred Blood. 
As it Relation ſever'd human Hearts, 
Or that Deſtruction was the Child of Love. 
PeRSEvS. 
Farewel, young Traitor ; if they aſk below, 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down, ſay, honeſt Perſeus ; 
Whom Reaſon ſways, not Inſtinet; who can ſtrike 
At horrid Parricide, and flagrant Treaſon, 
Tho thro? a Boſom dearer than his own, 
Think'ſt thou my tender Heart can hate a Brother? 
The Gods and Perſeus war with nought but Guilt. 
But I muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt Commands 
To your Erixene? She chides my Stay. | Exit Perſeus, 
DEMETRIUS. 
Without that Token of a Brother's Love, 
He could not part; my Death was not enough. —— 
I came for Mercy, and I find it here. 
And Death is Mercy ſince my Love is loſt. 
Alas! my Father too, my Heart aches for him. 
And Perſeus, —fain wou'd I forgive &en thee. 


But 


nee ERS. 
But Philip's Sufferings cry too loud againſt it. 
Blind Author, and ſure Mourner of my Death! 
Father moſt dear] what Pangs haft thou to come? 
Like that poor Wretch is thy unhappy Doom, 
Who while in Sleep his fever'd Fancy glows, 
Draws his keen Sword, and ſheaths it in his Foes ; 
But waking ftarts upright, in wild Surprize, 

To feel warm Blood glide round him as he lies; 
To ſee his reeking Hands in crimſon dy'd, 

And a pale Corſe extended by his Side. | 

He views with Horror what mad Dreams have done, 
And links heart-broken on a murder'd Son. 


ACT 


A TRAGEDY. 


1 


SCENE I. 
Kino, Posrnuuivs, Sc. meeting. 


PosTHUM1US. 
E, in behalf of our Allies, O King! 


Call'd on thee yeſterday, to clear thy Glory: 


Nor wonder now that Philip is unjuſt 
To Strangers, who has murder'd his own Son. 
Kin. 


No Thanks to Philip that he fled. 
5 Kix d. 
A Traitor is no Son. 
| PosTHUMIUS, 
Heav'n's Vengeance on me 
If he refus'd not yeſterday thy Crown, 
Tho? Life and Love both brib'd him to comply. 
KixG, 


See there. | [Gives the Letter. 


PosTHUMIUS, 
*T is not the Conſul's Hand, or Seal. 
KING. 
You're his Accomplices. 
PosTHUMIUS. 
We're his Avengers. 


Tis War. 


K 2 Kins, 
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KIxd. 
Eternal War. 
PosTaumivs. 
Next time we meet— 
Kix. 
Is in the Capitol.— Haſte, fly my Kingdom. 
PosTHUMI1UsS. 
No longer th:ne. 
; Kins. 
Yes, and proud Rome a Province. 
[Exit Poſthumius, Ec. 
They brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er Kings. 
The Name of King the proſtrate World ador'd, 
Ere Romulus had call'd his Thieves together. — 
But let me pauſe. Not Quintius Hand, or Seal ?— 
Doubt, and Impatience, like thick Smoke, and Fire, 
Cloud, and torment my Reaſon. 
ANT1GONUS. 
| Sir, recall, 
And re-examine thoſe you ſent to Rome. 
You took their Evidence in Haſte and Anger. 
Torture, if they refuſe, will tel] the Truth. 
Kinc. 
Go ſtop the Nuptials till you hear from me. 
{ Exit King and Ant, 


ERIXINE and DELIA meeting. 


DeL1a. 
Madam, the Prince who fled from threaten'd Death, 
Attempting his Eſcape to foreign Realms, 
Was lately taken at the City Gates, 
So ſtrongly guarded by his Father's Pow'rs; 
And now confin'd expects his final Doom. 
| ERIXENE. 

Impriſon'd, and to die And let him die. 
Bid D;mas Daughter weep.—l half forgot F 

5 is 
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His perjur'd Inſolence.— I'll go and glut 
My Vengeance. O how juſt a Traitor's Death? 


And blacker ſtill, a Traitor to my Love. 
[ Exeunt Erixine and Delia. 


Scene draws, and ſhows Demetrius in Priſon. 


DEMETRIUS. f 


Thou ſubterranean Sepulchre of Peace! 

Thou Home of Horror! Hideous Neſt of Crimes 
Guilt's firſt ſad Stage in her dark Road to Hell ! 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs Paſſages for Air, 

To keep alive the Wretch that longs to die !_ 
Ye low-brow'd Arches, thro whoſe ſullen Gloom, 
Reſound the ceaſleſs Groans of pale Deſpair ! 

Ye dreadful Shambles, cak'd with human Blood 
Receive a Gueſt, from far, far other Scenes, 

From pompous Courts, from ſhouting Victories, 
Carouzing Feſtivals, harmonious Bow'rs, 

And the ſoft Chains of Heart-diſſolving Love. 
Oh! How unlike to /heſe? Heart-breaking Load 
Of Shame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off, 

Oh ! welcome Death, no, never but by thee.— 
Nor has a Foe done this. —A Friend! A Father! 
O] that I could have dy'd without their Guilt. — 


Enter ERIXENE. 

| [Demetrius gazing at ber. 
So look'd in Chaos the firſt Beam of Light. 
How drives the ſtrong Enchantment of her E 
All Horror hence ?—How die the Thoughts of Death? 

ER1XINE. 
I knew not my own Heart. I cannot bear it. : 
Shame chides back ; for. to inſult his Woes 
Is too ſevere; and to condole, too kind. [Goimz. 

Da- 


- 
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DEMETE1Us. 
Thus I arreſt you in the Name of Mercy, 
And dare compel your Stay : Is then one Look, 
One Word, one Moment, a laſt Moment too; 
When] ſtand tottering on the Brink of Death, 
A cruel ignominious Death, too inuch 
For one that loves like me? A length of Years 
You may devote to my bleſt Rival's Arms, 
I aſk but one ſhort Moment. O permit, 
Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee, 
To thee, thou dear Equivalent for Life. — 
Cruel, relentleſs, Marble-hearted Maid ! 
ERIXENE. 

Demetrius, you perſiſt to do me wrong. 
For know, tho' I behold thee as thou art, 

Doubly a Traitor, to the State and me ; 
Thy Sorrow, thy Diſtreſs have touch'd my Boſom; 
I own it as a Fault, I pity thee. 


Enter Orricts. 


OFFIceR. 

My Lord, your Time is ſhort, and Death waits for you. 
En1XENE, 

Death I forgive thee from my inmoſt Soul. 

DzMETRIUS. 

Forgive me? Oh! thou need'ſt not to forgive; 

It Impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 

Truth lies in Ambuſh yet, but will ſtart up, 

And ſeize thy trembling Soul, when mine is fled. 

O I've a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay. 
ERIXENE. 

And I am come a Secret to diſcloſe, 

That might awake thee wer't thou dead already. 
OrF1crR. 


My Lord, your final Moment is expir'd. 


DE- 
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DemETRIUS and ERIXENE. 
One, one ſhort Moment more. 
DEMETRIUS. DE 
No; Death lets fall 
The Curtain, and divides our Loves tor ever. | 
[1s fored out. 
ERIXENE. 
Oh I've a darker Dungeon in my Soul, 
Nor want an Lxecutioner to kill me. 
What Revolutions in the human Heart 
Will Pity cauſe ? What horrid Deeds Revenge? [Exil. 


Scene ſhuts. Enter AnTiconus, with Attendants. 


ANTIGONUS. 

How diſtant Virtue dwells from mortal Man ? 
Was't not that each Man calls for other's Virtue, 
Her very Name on Earth would be forgot, 
And leave the Tongue, as it has left the Heart. 
Was ever ſuch a labour'd Plan of Guilt ? 
Take the King's Mandate, to the Priſon fly, 
Throw wide the Gates, and let Demetrias know, 
The full Detail. 

Enter ERIXENE. 


The Princeſs! ha! be gone; [To the dttendat 
Waile [I ſtic up an equal Tranſport. here. | = 
Princeſs, I ſee your Griefs, and judge the Cauſe : 

But I bring News might raiſe you from the Grave; 
Or call you down from Heaven to hear with Joy. 

Juſt Gods! the Virtuous will at laft prevail. 

On Motives here too tedious to relate, 

I begg*d the King, to re-examine thoſe, 

Who came from Rome. The King approv'd my Counſel. 
Surpriz'd, and conſcious, in their Charge they falter'd, 
And threaten'd Tortures ſoon diſcover d all: 1 
That Perſeus brib'd them to their Perjuries; 

That Quintius Letter was a, Forgery; By 


That Prince Demetrius Intercourſe with Rome 
Was 
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Was innocent of Treaſon to the State. 
ER1XENE. | 

O my ſwoln Heart! What will the Gods do with me? 
ANTIGonus. | 

And to confirm this moſt furprizing News, 

Dymas, who, ſtriving to ſuppreſs a Tumult, 

The Rumour of Demetrius Flight had rais'd, 

Was wounded ſore, with his laſt Breath confeſs'd, 

The Prince refus'd his Daughter, which Affront 


Inflam'd the Stateſman to his Prince's Ruin. 


ERIXENE, 
Did he refuſe her ? | [ Swoons, 
ANTIGONUS. ; 
Quite o'ercome with Joy! 
Tranſported out of Life The Gods reſtore her 
ER1XENE. 
Ah! why recall me? This is a new Kind 
Of Murder; moſt ſevere ! that dooms to Life. 
ANT1GONUS. 
Fair Princeſs, you confound me. 
ERIXENE. | 
| Am I fair? 
Am Ja Princeſs ? Love and Empire mine? 
Gay, gorgeous Viſions dancing in my Sight ! 
No, here I ſtand a naked ſhipwreck'd Wretch, 
Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helpleſs, hopeleſs, mad. 
Caſt on a Shore as cruel as the Waves, 
O'er- hung with rugged Rocks, too ſteep to climb; 
The Mountain Billows loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous ; and confound, ere they devour. 
- ANTIGONUS, | 
Madam, the King abſolves you from your Vow. 
ERIXENE. | 
For me, it matters not, but oh! the Prince. 


When he had ſhot the Gulph of his Deſpair 


Emerging into all the Light of Heav'a, 
His Eeart high beating, with well: grounded Hope; 
2 Thin 
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Then to make ſhipwreck of his Happineſs, 
Like a poor Wreteh that las eſcap'd the Storm, 
And ſwam to what he deems an happy Iſle, 
When lo ! the favage Natives drink his Blood. 
Ah! why is Vengeance fweet to Woman's Pride, 
As Rapture to her Love? It has undone me. 
Dera. 
Madam, he comes. 
EKRIXENE. 
Leave us, Antigenus. 
ANTI1IGONUS. 
What dreadful Secret this? But I'll obey, _ 
Invoke the Gods, and leave the reſt to Fate. Exit Ant. 
ERIXENE. 
How ferribly triumphant comes the Wretch ! 
He comes, like Flowers ambroſial, early born, 
To mcet the Blaſt, and periſh in the Storm. 


Enter DEMETRIUS. 
DEMETR1US. 
After an Age of Abſence in one Hour, 
Have I then found thee, thou celeftial Maid! 
Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy Sea; 
Or a bright Goddeſs, thro' the Shades of Night, 
Dropt from the Stars, to theſe bleſt Arms agen ? 
How exquiſite is Pleaſure after Pain ? 
Why throbs my Heart fo turbulently ſtrong, 
Pain'd at thy Preſence, thro* redundant Joy, 
Like à poor Miſer, beggar'd by his Store? 
ERIXENE. 
Demetrius, Joy and Sorrow dwell too near. 
DzwETRIVUsS. - | 
Talk not of Sorrow, left the Gods reſent 
As under-priz'd ſo loud a Call to Joy. 
I live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here 
Rapture in preſent, and in Proſpect, more | 
No Rival, no Deſtroyer, 1 : 
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For Jealouſies, for Partings, Groans, and Death, 
A Train of Jovs, the Gods alone can name | 
When Heav'n deſcends in Bleſſings ſo profuſe, 
So ſudden, fo ſurpaſſing Hope's Extreme, 
Like the Sun burſting from the Midnight Gloom, 
*Tis impious to be Niggards in Delight; 
Joy becomes Duty; Heav'n calls for ſome Exceſs, 
And Tranſport flames our Incenſe to the Skies. 
 ERIXENE. $6 
Tranſport how dreadful ! 
DEMETRIVs. 
Turns Erixene? 
Can ſhe not bear the Sun-ſhine of our Fate? 
Meridian Happineſs is pour'd around us; 
The laughing Loves deſcend in Swarms upon us, 
And where we tread is an eternal Spring. 
By Heav'n, I almolt pity guilty Per ſeus 
For ſuch a Loſs. | 
ERIXENE. 
That ſtabs me thro' and thro? ! 
| DEMETRIVs. 
What ſtabs thee? Speak. Have I then loſt thy Love? 
| | ERIXENE, | 
To my Conuſion, be it ſpoke. 
DEMETRIUS. 
To thy Confufion ? Is it then a Crime ? 
You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my Fame. 


Tis thine. 


ERIXENE. 
J heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran diſtracted. 
| | DEemMETRIvsS. 
Aſtoniſnment | 
ER1XENE. 


Pve nott ing elſe to give thee. 
He retires in Aſtoniſbment; ſhe in Agony ; and 
both are filent for ſome time. 
He is ſtruck dumb.—Nor can I ſpeak. —Yet muſt I. 
I tremble on the Brink; yet muſt plunge in —. 
| | EK nc, 
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Know, my Demetrius! Joys are for the Gods; 
Man's common Courſe of Nature is Diſtreſs : 
His Joys are Prodigies; and like them too, | 
Portend approaching Ill. The wiſe Man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the Perils of a Bliſs. 
To hope, how bold ? How daring to be fond, 
When, what our Fondneſs graſps, is not immortal? 
Iwill preſume on thy known, ſteady Virtue, 
And treat thee like a Man; I will, Demetrius] 
Nor longer in my Boſom hide a Brand, 
That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital Blood. 
DEMETRIUS, 
What Myſtery ? Here, a ſecond Pauſe in bath. 
| ERIXENE. 
The blackeſt. 
DzMETRIvUS. 
How every Terror doubles in the dark ? 
Why muffled up in Silence ſtands my Fate ? 
This horrid Spectre let me ſee at once, 
And ſhew if l'm a Man. 
ERIXENE. 
It calls for more. 
DEMETRIUS. 
It calls gs me then, Love has made me more, 
 ERIXENE. 
O fortify thy Soul with more than Love; 
To hear, what heard, thou'lt curſe the Tongue that tells 
DzmMETRIUS. 1 
Curſe whom? curſe thee! | 
ERIXENE. 
Yes, from thy ia Soul, 
Why doſt thou lift thine Eyes and Hands to Heav'n? 
The Pow'rs moſt conſcious of this Deed, reſide 
In Darkneſs, howl below in raging Fires, 
Where Pangs like mine corrode them. —Thence ariſe 
Black Gods of Execration and Deſpair | 
Thro' dreadful * cleave your upward Way, 
L 2 While 
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While Nature ſhakes, and Vapours blot the Sun ; 
Then thro? thoſe Horrors in loud Groans proclaim, 
That I am 


DrMzTRIvVs. 
What ?—Y7]l have it, tho” it blaſt me. 
ERIXENE. 
Thus then in Thunder, —1 am Perſeus Wife. 
[Demetrius falls againſt the Scene. After a Pauſe, 
DremMEeTRIUSs. 
In Thunder No, bat had not ſtruck ſo deep. 
What Tempeſt e'er diſcharg'd ſo fierce a Fire? — 
Calm and deliberate Anguiſh feeds upon me. 
Each Thought ſent out for yy brings in new Woe. 
Where ſhall I turn? where fly ? to whom but thee ? 
[ Kneeling, 
Tremendous Jove ! whom Mortals will not know 
From Bleſſings, but compel to be ſevere. 
J feel thy Vengeance, and adore thy Power. 
I ſee my F ailings, and abſolve thy Rage. 
But, Oh! I muſt perceive the Load that's on me ; 
J can't but tremble underneath the Stroke. 
Aid me to bear But ſince it can't be borne, 
Oh let thy Mercy burſt in Flames upon me! 
Thy criple Bolt is healing Balm to this. 
This Pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the Wretch, 
The groaning Wretch, that on the Wheel expires. 
Exixzxs. 
Why did I tell thee ? 
| | DzMETRIvVS. | 
Why commit a Deed 
Too ſhocking to be told ? What Fumes of Hell 
Flew to thy Brain ? What Fiend the Crime infpir'd ? 
ERIXENE. 
Perſeus, laſi Night, as ſoon as thou waſt fled, 
At that dead Hour, when good Men are at Reft, 
When every Crime, and Horror is abroad, ſcream, 
Graves yawn, Fiends yell, Wolves howl, and Ravens 
Than 
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Than Ravens, Wolves, or Fiends more fatal far; 
To me he came, and threw him at my Feet, 
And wept, and ſwore unleſs I gave Conſent 
To call a Prieſt that Moment, all was ruin'd, 
That the next Day Demetrius and his Powers 
Might conquer, he loſe me, and I my Crown, 
Confer'd by Philip but on Perſeus Wife. 
I ſtarted, Ke = fainted z he invades 
My half-recover'd Strength, brib'd Prieſts conſpire, 
All urge my Vow, all ſeize my raviſh'd Hand, 
Invoke the Gods, run o'er the haſty Rite; 
While each ill Omen of the Sky flew oer us, 
And Furies howl'd our Nuptial Song below. 
Can'ſt thou forgive? 
DEMETRIUS, 

By all the Flames of Love, 
And Torments of Deſpair, I never can. 
The Furies toſs their Torches from thy Hand, 
And all their Adders hiſs around thy Head | 


PII ſee thy Face no more [ Gorng. | 
ERix1Neg. | 
Thy Rage is juſt. 
Yet ſtay and hear me. [She kneels and holds him. 
DEMETRIUS. 
I have heard too much. 
ERIXINE. 
»Till thou haſt heard the whole, O do not curſe me 
DEMETRIUS. 
Where can I find a Curſe to reach thy Crime ? 
ERxINE, 
Mercy | [Weeping: 
DSMETRIUS. [ Aide, 


Her Tears, like Drops of Molten Lead, 
With Torment burn their Paſſage to my Heart 
And yet ſuch Violation of hex Vous- 


ERix- 


os -. THE«BROT HER S$. 
ERIXINE. 
Mercy 
| DrurrRlus. 
Perſeus — Stamping. 
| ERIXINE. | 
Stamp *till the Centre ſhakes, 
So black a Dæmon ſhalt thou never raiſe. 
Perſeus ? Can'ſt thou abhor him more than I ? 
Hell has its Furies, Perſeus has his Love, 
And, oh Demetrius his eternal Hate. 
DEMETRIUS. 
Eternal ? Yes, eternal and eternal ; 
As deep, and everlaſting as my Pain. 
ERIXINE. 
Some God deſcend and ſooth his Soul to Peace 
DEMETRIUS. 
Talk'ſt thou of Peace, what Peace haſt thou beſtow'd ? 
A Brain diſtracted, and a broken Heart. 
Talk*ſt hou of Peace ? Hark, hark thy Huſband calls, 
His Father's Rebel! Brother's Murderer ! 
Nature's Abhorrence, and thy lawful Lord 
Fly my kind Patroneſs, and in his Boſom 
Conſult my Peace. 
ERIXENE. 
1 never ſhall be there. 
My Lord! my Life! 
| DEMETRIUS, 
How fay*ſt ? Is Perſeus here? 
Fly, fly! away, away! *tis Death! tis Inceſt! 
[ Starting wide, and looking round him. 
[As he is going ſhe lays hold of his Robe. 
Dart thou to touch Demetrius? Dar'ſt thou touch 
Even with thine Eye ? . [him 
| ER1XENE. 
I dare—and more, dare ſeize, 
And fix him here : No doubt to thy Surprize.— 
2 | I'm 
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I'm Blemiſh'd, not Abandon'd ; Honour ſtill 
Is ſacred in my Sight. Thou call ſt it Inceſt; 
*Tis Innocence, 'tis Virtue ; if there's Virtue, 
In fixt, inviolable Strength of Love. 
For know, the Moment the dark Deed was done, 
The Moment Madneſs made me Perſeus Wife, 
I ſeiz'd this Friend, * lodg'd him in my Boſom, 
[Shewing a r 
Firmly reſolv'd I never would be more. 
And now I fling me at thy Feet, imploring 
Thy ſteadier Hand to guide him to my Heart. 
Who wed in Vengeance wed not but to die. 
DEMETRIUS, 
Has Perſeus then an Hymeneal Claim? | 
And no Divorce, but Death ?—and Death from me, 
Who ſhould defend thee from the World in Arms? 
O chou ſtill excellent! ſtill moſt belov d! | 
111. 1 ERIXENE, 
Life is the Foe that parts us; Death a Friend, 
All Knots diſſolving, joins us; and for ever. 
Why ſo diſorder'd? Wherefore ſhakes thy Frame? 
Look on me; Do 7 tremble? Am I pale? 
When I let looſe a Sigh, I'll pardon thine. 
Take my Example, and be bravely wretched ; 
True Grandeur riſes from ſurmounted Ills; 
The Wretched only can be truly great. 
If not in Kindneſs, yet in Vengeance ſtrike ; 
"Tis not Erixene, tis Perſeus' Wife. 
THe not reſign me? 
DEMETRIUS. 
Not to Fove. 


ERIXENE. 
Then ſtrike. 
DEMETRIUS. 
How can I ſtrike? {Gazing on her with Aſtoniſhment, 
Stab at the Face of Heay'n ? 


How 
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How can I ftrike ?—Yet how can I _ 
I feel a thouſand Deaths, debating 
A Deity ſtands Guard on every ( — 
And ſtrikes a at me. 


Exrxent. | 
As will thy Brother ſoon: 
He's now in Arms, and may be here this Hour. 
Nothing ſo cruel as too ſoft a Soul; 

This is ſtrange Tenderneſs, thar breaks my Heart, 
Strange Tenderneſs, that dooms to double Death: 
To Perſeus. 


Demers. 

True. But hto to ſhun that Horror? 
By wounding thee, whom favage Pards would ſpare? 
My Heart's Inhabitant! my SouPs Ambition 
By wounding thee, and bathing in thy Blood; 
That Blood illuſtrious, thro? a — Race 
Of Kings, and Heroes, rolling down from Gods ? 

ERIXENE, - 

Heroes and Kings, and Gods themſelves, muſt yield 
To dire Neceſſity. 
| DemMETRIUS. | 

Since that abſolves me, 
Stand firm and fair. 
ERIXENE. 
| My Boſom meets the Point, 
Than Perſeus far mort welcome to my Breaſt. 
DEMETRIUS, 
Neceſſity, for Gods themſelves too y 
Is weaker than thy Charms. [Drops the Dagger. 
ERIXENT. 
. O my Demetrius 
Turns, and goes to the farther Part of the Stage. 


De- 
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| DEMETRIUS, 
O my Erixene ! [Both filent, weep, and tremble. 
ERIXENE. 
Farewel. : Gon 
DzMETRIvs. 
Where goeſt ? [ Paſſionately 
| Ezmene. ſeizing ber, 
To ſeek a Friend. 
DEMETRIUS. 
He's here. 
ERIxENE. 
Yes Perſeus ond oy 
Earth, open and receive me. 
DEMETRIUS. | 
Heav'n ftrike us deads 


And ſave me from a double Suicide, 
And one of tenfold Death. O Jove ! O Jove 7 
[ Falling on his Knees. 
But I'm diſtracted. | [Suddenly Parting up. 
What can Fove ?—Why pray? 
What can I pray for? 
ERIXENE, 
For a Heart, 
DEMETRIUS, 
8 Yes, one 
That cannot feel. Mine bleeds at every Vein. 
Who never lov'd, neer ſuffer'd ; he feels 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 
And when we feel for others, Reaſon reels, 
O'erloaded, from her Path, and Man runs mad, 
As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, . 
Love only feels the Marvellous of Pain 
Opens new Veins of Torture in the Soul, 
And wakes the Nerve where Agonies are born, 
Een Dymas, Perſeus, (Hearts of Adamant !) 
Might weep theſe Torments of their mortal Foe. 
M ERIXINE. 
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ERIXENE. 
Shall I be leſs compaſſionate than they? 
L | [Takes up the Deer. 
What Lovedeny'd, thineAgonies have done; [ Stabsher/elf. 
Demetrius Sigh outſtings the Dart of Death. 


N CIR) Unter the Kix, Sc. 
i KING. 
Give my Demetrius to my Arms; I call him 


To Lite from Death, to Tranſport from Deſpair. 


"I -. DemezTRrIVs. 
See Perſeus Wife! [ Pointing at Erixene] Let Delia tell 
KixG. the reſt. 
My Grief-accuſtom'd Heart can gueſs too well. 
| DEMETRIUS. 
That Sight turns all to Guilr, but Tears and Death. 
KING. 


Death! Who ſhall quell falſe Perſeus now in Arms? 
Who pour my Tempeſt on the Capitol ? 
How ſhall I ſweeten Life to thy ſad Spirit? 
Fl quit my Throne this Hour, and thou ſhalt reign, 
DEMETRIUS. 
You recommend that Death you would diſſuade; 
Ennobled thus by Fame and Empire loſt, 
As well as Life ! — Small. Sacrifice to Love. 
[Going to ſtab himſelf, the King runs to prevent 
it, but too late. | 


KiNG. | 
Ah, hold! nor ſtrike thy Dagger thro' my Heart 
DxuRTRIus. 
Tis my firſt Diſobedience, and my laſt. [Falls down, 
KIxd. 


There Philip fell! There Macedon expir d 


I ſee the Roman Eagle hovering o'er us, 


And the Shaft broke, ſhould bring her to the Ground. 
| : | [ Pointing at Demetrius. 


n, | DE. 
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DEMETRIUS. 
Hear, good Antigonus ! my laſt Requeſt. 
Tell Perſeus, if he'll ſheath his impious Sword 
Drawn on his Father, I'll forgive him all; 
Tho' poor Erixene lies bleeding by. 
Her Blood cries Vengeance.---But my F wha N 
[Dies. 
Kino, 
As much his Goodneſs wounds me, as his Death. 
What then are both ?----O Philip, once renown'd | 
Where is the Pride of Greece, the Dread of Rome, 
The Theme of Athens, the wide World's Example, 
And the God Alexander's Rival, now ? 
Een at the Foot of Fortune's Precipice, 
Where the Slave's Sigh wafts Pity to the Prince, 
And his Omnipotence cries out for more. 
ANTIGONUS, 
As the ſwoln Column of aſcending Smoke, 
So ſolid ſwells by Grandeur, Pigmy Man 
KINO. 

My Life's deep Tragedy was plan'd with Art, 
From Scene to Scene advancing in Diſtreſs, 
Thro' a ſad Series, to this dire Reſult ; 
As if the Thracian Queen conducted all, 
And wrote the Moral in her Children's Blood ; 
( Which Seas might labour to waſh out in vain.) 

Hear it, ye Nations! diſtant Ages! hear; 
And learn, the dread Decrees of Fove to fear: 
His dread Decrees the ſtricteſt Ballance keep; 
The Father groans, who made a Mother weep z 
But if no Terror tor yourſelves can move, 
Tremble, ye Parents, for the Childye love; 
For Your Demetrius: Mine is doom'd to bleed, 
A guiltleſs Victim for his Father's Deed, 
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N ErILoc u, thro* Cuſtom, is your Right, 
But n&er perhaps was needful till this night. 

To-night the Virtuous falls, the Guilty Fies, 
Guilt's dreadful Cloſe cur narrow Scene denies. 
In Hiſtory's authentic Record read 
What ample Vengeance gluts Demetrius“ Shace : 
Vengeance ſo great, that when his Tale is told, 
With Pity ſome, even Perſeus may bebold. 

Perſeus ſurviv'd, indeed, and filPd the Throne, 
But ceaſeleſs Cares in Conqueſt made bim groan. 
Nor reign'd he long; from Rome ſwift Thunder flew, 
And headlong from his Throne the Tyrant threw : 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in Triumph led, 
For this Night's Deed, his perjur'd Boſom bled, 
His Brother's Ghoſt each Moment made him ſtart, 
And all his Father's Anguiſh rent his Heart. 

When rob'd in black his Children round bim hung, 
And their rais'd Arms in early Sorrow worung ; 
The younger ſinil d, unconſcious of their Woe ; 

At which thy Tears, O Rome ! began to flow, 
So ſad the Scene: What then muſt Perſeus feel, 
To ſee Jove's Race attend the Vieior"s Wheel : 
To ſee the Slaves of bis worſt Foe encreaſe,, 

From ſuch a Source !--- An Emperor's Embrace. 
He ficken'd ſoon to Death, and, what is worſe, 
He well deſerv'd, and felt the Coward's Curſe ; 
Unpity'd, ſcorr'd, inſulted his laſt Hour, 

Far, far from home, and in a Vaſſal's Power, 
His pale Cheek reſted on his ſhameful Chain, 

No Friend to mourn, no Flatterer to feign. 


No 


EPILOGUE. 
No Suit retards, no Comfort ſooths his Doom, 
Aud noone Tear bedews a Monarch's Tomb. 
Nor ends it thus---dire Vengeance to compleat, 
His ancient Empire falling, ſhares his Fate. | 
His Throne forgot ! His weeping Country chain'd ! 
And Nations aſk---Where Alexander reign'd. 
As public Woes a Prince's Crimes purſue, 
So, public Bleſſings are his Virtue's Due. 
Shout, Britons, ſhout !--- Auſpicious Fortune bleſs ! 
And cry, Long live----OUR Title to Succels ! 
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